Si quis erat dignus deſcribi, quod Malus & Fur 
A * * ant alioga ? 
Famoſus, multa cum Libertate Notabant. 
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TO THE 


Right Honourable _ 


THE 


Counteſs Dowager 


R O F 
RIVERS. 
Madam gy 
1 H E laſt Favour your Ladiſhip 
| | was pleas d ſo Obligingly to Confer 
upon me, bas made me Ambitimur of taking 
the Firſt Opportunity to make a Publlat 


2 


* 
9 


| Acknowledgment of it. This Play, I 
here recommend to your Ladiſhip's ProteSi- 
ke | 


on, 


a5 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
on, accidentally fell into my Hands, and the 
Author of it being either Dead, or Un- 
known to me, I kept it by me ſome Time, 
and at laſt offer d it to Drury-Lane Houſe, 
which refuſed to Play it, but for what 
Reaſon I cannot underſtand, and therefore 


expoſe it to the World to judge whether this 
Comedy deſerv d to be Rej efted, or no. 


T dare venture my Judgment upon it, 


that the Language is Free, Natural, and 


An to the Characters of the Play, the 
Characters to the Drama, and the Drama 
or Grand Deſegn, which is here, and ought 
always to be made ſubſervient to the Mo- 
ral ; for if there be no Moral there can be 
no Play, becauſe the Inſtruction of the Mo- 
ral is the T hing for which the Play is made. 


And this Charaffer I bade given in my 


* 


very few of thoſe Comedies that are nom 


76 


Opinion can ſcarcely be beſtow'd on any or 


1 


a * 1 — e * 


2 


Ihthey have almoft haniſbd it as well as the 
Manners ont of all their Dramatick Pieces; 
F for if any will trouble themſelves to exa- 


o 

= 
\ \ 
W ; 


1 
— 


nerally Poor, Barren and Unnatural, ſo that 
tbe Footmen in their Plays talk Heroick 
" Bombaſt, and their Fine Gentlemens Dia- 
eue is as ſtiff as a Fourneyman T aylor's ; 
their Railery is little better than Billingi- 
gate Language, and their Wit is chiefly 
calculated for the Eighteen=penny Gallery. 


| But I bumbly beg your Ladiſhip's Pardon 
for this Digreſſion, leſt while I am cenſu- 
| ring others the Criticks find worſe Faults 
in this, which 1 dont propoſe as a Pattern 


| 
| 


. 

— 
f o 
* 

* 

1 


Reader's Peruſal than moſt of thoſe that 
cromd the Shops: And as the Deſign ſhows 
us the Misfortune and Inconveniency that at- 

Wo tems 


received upon the Stage; as for the Moral, 


mine their Language, they will find it ge- 


of Perfection, but believe it better worth the 


Em Dedicatory. 7. 
tends the keeping of lil Company, under the | 
Diſgniſe of Love and Friendſbip, arid that \ 
great Temptations may ſometimes ſtagger 
the moſt Vertuons, ſo it ſhows us that an | 
Honeſt and Virtuons Woman can ſurmount 
all the Difficulties that Love and pretended \ 
Friendſhip may enſnare ber in, together * 
with all the Advantages that Opportunity 
and Importunity can give. 


This Character ſo well maintaind in Fi- 
delia, both of Vertue and Honour, ought to be 
the Ladies Darling, and as ſuch ] am ſure 
your Ladiſhip wont deny it your kind Pro= |} 
tection; for as the Rules of Vertue have al. 
ways been your Study, ſo the Reward of it 
zs daily your Practice; and as you fly Great- 
neſs, and the Grandeur of a Court, to encreaſe 
in Goodneſs, you ſhine brighter in that 
Sphere of Charity which mounts you to 
a greater Height than that you fly from. 


The Epiſt E Dedicatory. 


I cord eaſily ſay a Thouſand Fine Things 
on your L adiſhip's ChataFter, but every Ane 


nour: I can only ſay, that the Pleaſure you 
tale in doing Good, verifies what the Hea- 


& then Philoſophers ſad, ( 5 we had no other 
ExpeFations) that Vertue was its own 


Reward. 


I am 
Madam, 
Your Ladiſhip's moſt 
Obedient Servant, 


1 add will ſully the Brightneſs of your 7: il , 


9 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


A Roving Gentleman, who In- 
Thoughtleſs, trigues with Mrs. Verge. 
Col. Courtlove, His Friend, in Love with hisWife. 
Lord Civett, A Conceited Batchelor. 
Young Civett, His he _ 

| A Fop of the Town lately come 
ws „ om Travel. £ 
Clodhopper Squire. 
Fickquarrel, An Attorney. 
Set- Figure, An Aſtrologer. 


WOMEN. | 


Fidelia, Wife to Thoughtleſs. 
Mrs. Venture, Her Coufen, a Widow. 

firs. Civett, 
N.. Politick, 4 Woman of Intrigue. | 
Miſs Ramps and Joan, Siſter to Clodhopper. 
Puff, The Widow Ventures Woman, 


THE 


| Incricguing WIDOW: 


ON THE 


Honeſt Wife. 


A CT the Firſt. 


— — — 


SCENE A Dreſſing Room. 
Enter Mrs. Venture and her | omar. 


Mrs. Jen. 8 * Puff, there is a Curſe upon us 


Widows, that we cannot be happy long. 
Puff. 1 thought your Ladiſhip had been 


very happy. 
Mrs. Jent. sol was not many Months ago, but now 


Fate has done its worſt, and after all its Jilting, Coquetry, 
and the like, I've c'en got a great Belly; my Thoughts 
were drowſie, alleep ſure, or elſe I might have had more 
Care : 


* 


2 
Care; but what's to be done? Let me ſee, tis but 2 
ſcurvy Thing to have a Child; What do'ſt think, Pf, is 
it not ? 

Paß. Why truly, Madam, tis not well, for then the 
Ladies will not Viſit you for fear ot loſing their Repu- 
tation. 

Mrs. Len. That may be, tho Reputation is grown very 
much a jeſt now, we almoſt forget there ever was ſuch 2 
Thing ; and yet | confeſs there is a Pleaſure as well as a 
Pain in pretending to keep it from the Eye of the 
World ; tor how many Scruples have I made in viſiting 
any one that had downright Matter of Fact, as a Child 
againſt them, or a Poor-kept Miſtreſs, when at the ſame 
Time I have had Two or Three Intriegues my (elf > But 
few knew of them, or elſe Things would not have gone 
ſo ſwimmingly with me, for I have kept a good Reputa- 
tion hitherto, and have given and taken Viſits from the 
Niceſt ; now I have Two of the hardeſt Games to Play 1 
ever yet met with, viz. Firſt, to make the Men continue 
to follow me, and next how to get handſomly clear of my 
Burthen. N 

Puff. I wiſh moſt for the latter. 

Mrs. Jen. And I for the Firſt, for without Men make 
Love one had as good ceaſe to be; were it not for them 
what's Reputation, Dreſs, or any thing indeed? Tho' 
your preciſe Ladies will tell! you they Dreſs to be like 
others, not that they Love the Vanities of ir, or do it to 
engage any Man: But how doſt think they Dreſs to be 
iike others ? | 

Puff. Like them in Shape and Face, do they not, 
Madam ? 

Mrs. Leu. Puh, Puh, Do'ſt think ſo? No, tis to have an 
fatriegue like them, or I am no judge of my Sex; but to 
*. 


(3) 
my own Buſineſs, what can I do? Prithee tell ne 3 I am 
much at a loſs, and the more becauſe my Gallant is my 
near Relation and Friend's Husband. 

Puff. You ſhould have conſider d that, Madam, before 
you ſuffer d his Addrefles, : 
Mrs. Ver. Art thou a Woman, Puff, and was you ne- 


per in Love? 


Puff. Yes, both, Madam; but why does your Ladiſhip 

ask me ? 
Mrs. Len. Becaule thou talk'ſt of conſidering, for thou 
art ſenſible you had as good ſpeak to the Winds as bid a 
Woman in Love conſider ; I muſt confeſs, at his Firſt Ap- 
proaches ſome Dregs of Honour and Friendſhip made me 
Squeamiſh, but thoſe Vapours were ſoon expell'd by a 
Thouſand Pretty Arts he had to make me Love him. 

Puff. I am ſenſible of all your Pains, Madam, and have 
felt the ſharpeſt Dart in Cxpid's Quiver ; Pray Heavens you 
never know what I have done. 

Mrs. Ven. In return of thy Kindneſs, may'(t thou en- 
Joy all the Pleaſures I did that Melting Moving Night 
when Thoughts made me his, which thou wert inſtru- 
mental to. 

Puff. I hope I have been always Dutiful to your La- 
diſhip. 
Mrs. Ver. Do'ſt thou remember when 1 was in Bed you 
brought him into my Chamber? Then, then, my Puff, 
Diana could not have refus'd him what I granted; at Firſt 
be only figh'd, ſaid little, and preſt my Hand, then by de- 
grees grew bold, and gave a looſe to Love, jumpt into my 
Arms, as ſoft as Leda's Swan that ran for refuge to her 
Breaſt, and the ſame Paſſion that took away my Strength, 
redoubled his. 88 

Puff. I hope your Ladiſhip forgives me for it. 

B 2 


Mrs. 


3 #& 


Mrs. Ven. Yes, and Adores thee too; neither wou'd I 
repent of what has happen'd cou'd I find a way but to 
Conceal it. 

Puff. Why, Madam, e en Marry, that will ſecure you 
from all Scandal, and create New Lovers. 

Mrs. Len. Tis what I never thought to do, but now I 
fear I muſt : Well, fince tis ſo Il ſecure Pleaſure as well 
asI can; Prithee get me a Lord of any Sort, with a very | 
empty Scull, which I fancy will not be very difficult to do, 
and then I ſhall have ſome Sort or other follow me fl! 
had ne'er a Noſe to my Face ; I have known fome Young 
Beaux take Phy fick half a Year to have the Reputation of 
leading a Counteſs out ata Play: But I can reſolve of no- 
thing till I conſult Thowghtleſs, the Dear Cauſe of my Miſ- 
fortune. . 

Puff. Do you think he'll let you Marry? Sure he's too 
Fond of you ; you had better conſult Mrs. Politick in my 
Opinion. 

Mrs. Ver. So I will too; as for Thowghtleſs, I believe he 
loves me very well, and yet I do not doubt of his Con- 
ſent, for he knows Marriage does not cool Love, but creates 
Appetite. But here he is. 


Enter Thoughtleſs. 


Thought. You look concern d, Madam, at my coming.— 
Have you got ſome New Intriegue in your Head ? I Love 
you too well not to be Jealous. | 

Mrs. Ven. And J you to conceal any thing from you; 


therefore I tell you I have an Intriegue, and you ſhall 
be the Pimp to me in it. 


 Thowght. Short and Pithy ; but go on, for I never fear 
a Woman's open Declaration, I ſuſpect them moſt when 


1 


Lad 
_— 1m — 


in Private with their Women, as T found you juſt 


now. 

Mrs. Len. Then, without any more ſet Speeches, I 
muſt have a Husband to Father your Babe. 

Thought — A Husband be Damn'd ! 

Mrs. Ven. That mine ſhall not for want of being 
Cuckold enough, I promiſe you. 

Thought. But will you as freely promiſe none ſha!l make 
him ſo but me. | 

Mrs. Vent. Hump ! Let me fee, making my promiſe 
is next door to Matrimony, and may be broke with 
more caſie. Well, if I continue in the ſame Mind always 
I am now , and you as Handſome, 1 believe I {hall not 
eaſily change. Beſides , a fooliſh Husband is a very good 
Foil for a Gallant, and ſuch a one tor your ſake I wiſh to 
have ; Pray be quick in thinking ; adieu---['i] leave you 
to your Thoughts, for mine are good for nothing when 


you are preſent. 
[Exeunt Mrs. Venture and Puff. 


Thoughtleſs Solus. 


Thought. —She's gone, and in haſte; now have I to my 
Rival ſom: Lord, Coach and Six; I wiſh J was ſure 
whether ſhe is with Child or not; or may not this 


be ſome Jilting Trick for an excuſe ro Matrimony? But 


why ſhould I ſuſpect her > She never ]ilted me yet; but 


Women are all ſo in their Nature, and ſhe has too much 


Senſc not to enjoy all her Priviledges; and to ſpeak Truth 
of her, ſhe's not like others, who will allow Prote&i- 
on to none but for her («lf , for ſhe's ready enough to 
excuſe Folly in others. But here comes Col, Court-Love 
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and my Lord Civett's Nephew, 1 have a good mind 


to 


2 * 
* — 
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to propoſe her to my Lord (ivett, if I thought his 
Nephew wou d not oppoſe it; But why ſhou d he? For if 
be has not a Wiſe to bring Children, he'll ſpend it on 
Miſtrefſes, and fine Cloaths. 


Enter Colonel and young Civett. 


Col. Good Morrow Thonghtleſs ! What, Muſing here by 
your ſelf ? Leaving an Old Miſtreſs for a New one ? Or art 
jealous of thy Wife? I wou'd be willing to ſhare with 

you in moſt things. 

" Thought. Perhaps ſo too; but my Caſe is worſe than this, 
for 1 am like to loſe my Old Miſtreſs before I can get a 
New one, which you'll ſay is hard in this plentiful Age of 
Women; but III tell you no more of that till I am ſure 
of it Hou doſt thou like Marriage, Mille 
[ Speaking to young Civett. 
Civett, Why, Faith pretty well, if I can keep my Wife 
juſt as ſhe is now; for ſhe has learnt enough not to make 
me bluſh at Table for her but ſhe has been ſo apt a Scho- 
lar in this that I'm afraid ſhe will learn to be a true-bred 
Lady, as we call them, for ſhe likes the Plays and Parks 
very much, and is not diſpleas d to have Two or Three 
Powdered Beaux ſtride over the Seats in the Boxes to lead 
ber out. | 
Thought. I wiſh my Wife had a diſcreet Gallant that 

would not tell I was one of the Herd. 

Col. I ſhall not be my Fault if ſhe want's one. [ Hde. 
Why, wou'd you have her have a Gallant? 

1honght. That ſhe may be leſs fond of me, for all Wo- 
men are pleas'd with ſome Man, and had fhe but a Spark 
ſhe wou'd forget to ak me whither I went, or when I 
wou'd come Home, but be glad Mr. Thoxghtleſs cou d di- 


vert 


g (7) 
divert himſelf better elſewhere than with her, and be the 
beſt Temper'd Woman in the World. 
Auvett. our Argument is better than I Thought you could 
have made it, and if Women would ſtop at one Gallant, I 
did not care if mine had one too, for I am not in love 
with her, but ſomewhere eiſe ; but the Devil on't is, 
when a Woman has try'd another Man ſhe likes better 
than her Husband, ſhe's apt to Fancy the deeper the 
ſweeter , and engage with every thing that's New, in 
hopes to find new Pleaſures, till ſhe grows ſo Common, her 
Husband is fain to make Jeſts of her, to let the World 
ſee he's a Man of more Parts than to be blinded , for now 
that's all the Defence we have left ——parting for Adulte- 
ry is ſo much out of the way at this time, and parting 
for every thing elſe ſo much in uſe, that ſhould any one 
pretend to do it, the Amazonian Army wou'd all come 
down with ſuch a Bang, that ever after he mult expect to 
look no higher than a Cellar. 

Col. Why, Faith, for ſome of theſe Reaſons I never 
think of Marriage; for we Men of the Sword have ſeldom 
much Money, and it's generally our Fate to be condemn'd 
to an Old Widow, or an Ugly Heireſs, whoſe Deſires are 
the ſame as the fineſt Ladies, tho' they have neither 
Merit nor Title to pretend to any thing higher than a 
noiſie Temple Beaux, with a Peruke of his Siſter's Hair ill- 
made, and a Tape-lac'd Crevat work'd ia the Country; 
and 'twou'd vex one to ſee even onc's old Cloaths worn 
by an awkward Valet de Chambre, much more a Porter. 
Ha ! | 
Thou ht. But Prithee Will [turning to joungCivett. ] Mar- 
| ry thy Uncle, my Lord Civeti, that he may be a Beaſt 
ot the firſt Head; I am like thoſe in the Plague, deſire to 
ipread the Infection. 


vet. 


(3) 

Civett. With all my Heart, provided you can help him 
to one that will bring no Children; there's too much of 
him to defire any more of the ſame Stamp. 

Col. If that be all you need not fear it much , I be- 
heve. 

Civett. Why do you think he cannot get a Child? 

Col. Yes, but I (uppoſe heil Marry a frne Lady that 
will have a mind to have a Son with more Senſe than the 
Father, and out of Religion and good Conduct pro- 
vide a Wiſe Man to beget a Witty Son, to recover the 
Eſtate his Father has ſpent ; for the Tender Sex love to 
walk Circumſpectly. —_ 

Civett. Why, this is the ſame thing ſtil]; I care not ſo 

much for my Family as the Eſtate; a Baſtard would be 
as welcome to me as one of his own ; for he has done 
as moſt Fops do, Cancell'd all Nature in me and himl{clt 
too, ſo now love the Ancient Scat cf my Family more 
than Him. 

Thong ht. But there are ſome fine Ladies that wou'd not 
be with Child for the whole World, for fear of ſpoiling 
their Fine Shapes : What ſay you? It we find him (ſuch 
a one will you give your Conſent ? 

Civett. To the Devil, ſo ſhe bring no Children; but let's 
go to Dinner ſomewhere, and diſcourſe no farther of the 
Matter, for this does not fit well on my Stomach Faſt- 

| ing. | 

| Gt Where ſhall we Dine? I hate a Tavern. 

| Civett. Wou'd I were to name the Place and Company. 
L Afede. ] Why you ſhould Dine with me, but that my 
Wite defir'd me not to come Rome to Day, tor {ome of 
her Country Couſins, newly come to Town, are to be there, 
and ſhe's aſham'd of them. 


Thou 2 ht, 


Courtſhip to thoſe Dull Splene tick Fillows ber ga 


(9) 


Thought. Will you Dine with me? My Wife always takes 


care to provide that my Meals are Eaſie and Clean, which 
is a great Vertue in a Woman, if a Man were not always 
— . A, OY 


Of all the Bleſſings Nature has in Store, 
ariety's the Chief, and pleaſes moſt. 


SCE NE Changes to St. James's Park. 
Enter Lord Civeit, and Mr. Callow. 


L. Gwett. Prithee, Ned, tell me how thou thriv'ſt with 
the Ladies? How many Intriegues haſt thou on thy 
Hands now ? Confels. 

Mr. Call. I, Sir? As I hope to be enjoy'd (and that's a bold 
Word) they're Numberleſs, I can go no where but they 
are telling me, ſuch a Dutcheſs, and ſuch a Counteſs, ſays 
I'm the prettieſt young Fellow about Town. 

L. Civett. Do'ſt write to them all? 

Mr. Call. No, but I expect they ſhou'd write to me, 
and that's all one; I do as you do, my Lord, I Dreſs for 


” 
„ 


them, Ogle for them, and now and then offer my Hand; 


Is not that enough ? 

L. Givett. Ay, of all Conſcience, who the Devil wou'd 
do more? I hate Writing, it makes my Noſe Red all Day 
after, and puts me to the Trouble of Thinking, which is a 
very diſagreeable Thing to a Man of my Quality. 

Mr. Call. Ay, Ay, I always hated Thinking, or any 
Thing but my Self and Dreſs ; and beſides, wh one 
goes to Write, one muſt always be looking in a N. I. or 
Spelling-book : My Lord, let you and! i-ave that rar! of 


. 
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; hut a forma) Leiter to ſet them off; for my part 
Vit (tick to the old Proverb, where the Carrion is, there the 
Grows will 8 ſo as long as 1 have all this Youth and 

auty, they Mill follow, III warrant you; wau'd th 
wou A once begin for I long to have an Armfuſ of Honour, 
that I may inlult over ſame of my Comrades 

L. Civett. You may do that whether you have or not; 
I always ſay, when I come from a Mask ſhe's a Woman 
of Quality, let her be what ſhe will. i 

Mr. Call. Poh! So do 1 too; but 1 have done that ſo 
long, and fo many more do it, that the Sham will gono 
furcher. 

L. Civett. Then what the better will you be to have one 

in earneſt, they are the ſame Fleſh as our Doll Commons. 
Mir. Call. Why I'd let you ſee, my Lord, if one of theſe 
wou d ſend for me, I wou'd ſet Two or Three Jack-prattles 
to dog me, and then am not Ia Happy Young Rogue, my 
Lord ? and for ought I know may borrow Money upon 
the Credit on' t. 

L. Civett. Egad, thou haſt put my Teetha Wat'ring ; 1 
us d to brag, but I never thought of this Trick before: 
Good Gad! Send me but one Dear Right Honourable to 
take a Fancy to go Abroad with me, and then the Trum- 
pets ſhall Sound, and the Bells ſhall Ring, but I'll have it 
known: O L—4 ! I'd like to've forgot my ſelf, 1 muſt be 
gone at Twelve about Extraordinary Bufinels. 


[_ Pulls out his Watch, 
Enter Mrs. Venture, Mrs. Civet, and Mrs. Politick. 


Mr. Call. Will not your Lordſhip ſtay ? I ſee foms 
Ladies ; the Park begins to fill. 


L. Cvett. . 


your Walk? I long to ſee how Things go there. 


| I. Civett. Poh! I know em, One's my Neice, bat if all 


the World was there I muſt be gone; for there's a New 


Suite in the Caſe, and ſo your Servant. 
L Exit L. Civett. 
Mr. Callow liſtens to the Ladies, and follows theme. 
Mrs. Pol. Will you not Dine at Mr. Thoughtleſs's after 


Mrs. Ven. With all my Heart: Let's try to Warm her. 

Mr. Call. Lord, Madam! As I hope to be ſav'd I'm 
over-joy d that you know Fidelia; I'm in Love with her. 

Mrs. Ven. I'm over-joy'd I do not know yon, Sir, and 


better pleas d to think I never will; ſo pray leave us. 


Mr. Call. Oh, that's all one, Madam! Do me the Fa- 
vour to tell her I'm in Love with her; Damme elſe, and 
Dying too, She's my Woman, I've pitch d upon her long 
ince. 

Mrs. Len. Do you vilit her, Sir. 

Mr. Call. No, but ſhe knows me, and that's enough. 
Mrs. Len. You'd beſt be your own Ambaſſador ; I' 
carry no Meſſages for you, nor let you walk with me ; 
what Time I have to ſtay here is not to be thrown away 
upon Trifles like you; beſides, I have been Eating whipt 


Sillabub to Day already, and care for no more Frothz 
Sweet Mr. Impertinence. 

Mr. Call. Nay, if you be ſo huffiſn Adieu; I know no 
reaſon for it: I have Travell'd into [taly to little Purpoſe, 
if I ſhould mind what you call me, or have ever the worſe 
Opinion of my ſelf. 


Exit Mr. Callow. 
C 2 | Mr. 


Mr. Civett, What makes all the Men fo Mad for this 
Fidelia? My Spouſe is always bidding me take Example 
by her. | 

* Ven. All the Men in the Town are not in Love 
with ber to my Knowledge. 

Mr. Civett. Why, is not Colonel Courtlove running 
Mad for her? | 

Mrs. Ver. He is not all I hope. 

Mr. Civett. He's all the World to me, for know, as 

ſhort a Time as I have been in Town, yet I have a Pallate, 
and diſtinguiſh him from the Vain Gaudy Fools, whoſe 
Cloaths are all that's good about them. 
Mrs. Pol. Nay, no Woman will diſpute but he deſerves 
Love, but his Heart is gone; you aim'd too high at firſt, 
you muſt accept of a worſe ; What think you of Mr. 
Callow ? 

Mr. Civett. What he deſerves. 

Mrs. Ven. What's that? I'd be glad to know. 

Mrs. Civett. To be {lighted as a Pert Dull Fool: No, Mrs. 
Politick, 1 never knew you ſo much in the Wrong as now, 
in bidding me not look high at firſt : Why that's the 
Time or never; for when once a Woman is Fly-blown with 
Fools, ſhe Il never go down with Wiſe Men. 

Mes. Ver. I think you the greateſt Politician amongſt us, 
for in this Town a New indifferent Face is better than one 
that has been ſeen, tho' it be the beſt in the World. The 
Men Tarniſh our Beauties as much with looking on us, as 
the Smoak of Brimſtone does our Silver Lace. 

Mrs. Civett. T wiſh your Couſin Fidelia were Tarniſh'd, 
for Court love and my Husband are both in Love with her; 
ſo on a double Score I hate het, and all her dull Ways. 

Mrs. Len. So do I too; She has a Cold Reſerv'dneſs, 
makes the Men think ſhe would be ſuch a Price to thoſe 


that 
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that could warm her; it's become the Faſhion to be in 


Love with her. 

Mrs. Pol. That Faſhion, you'll find, will laſt but till 
ſhe's Conquer d; and if once ſhe begins to melt, and to give 
her ſelf a tew Cocquet Airs, ſhe Il be like other Folks, Her 
Husband, you know, cares not for her; ſo you ſee there's 
no Charm belongs to her more than to the reſt of her Sex, 
after En gre 

Mrs. Len. 1 wiſh I cou'd contribute to her Fall, my Part 
ſhall not be wanting; there is ſuch a Pother with her 

Vertue ! I fancy when once ſhe comes down ſhe'll be as 
cheap as Beef; the more the Reſtraint, the violenter the 
Fall, you know: I hope when ſhe does go fhe'll come 
ſouce upon them. 

Mrs. Pol. Yes, yes, when once your hard Metal begins 
to melt, tis gone with ſuch a Force yon cannot hinder it; 
and I fancy her Heart is not Impenetrable. 


Mrs. Ven. Nothing's ſo hard but may in Time be won, 
Vertue's a Race that's difficult to run. 


— — 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 


— 
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ACT l. SCENE I 


SCE N E, Mr. Civett's Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Civett Solus. 
Mrs. CGvett. X 


Ell! this London is a dear, ſweet Place, 

every thing is fo agreeable that I can 
never think of the Country without ſpitting and blow- 
ing my Noſe ; 1 do not know what it is, but I'm ſure 
every time the Country is nam'd my Colour comes and | 
goes; ſo that Iam forc'd to wear Red that my Husband 
may not perceive it : But here comes my old Companions ! 
I muſt diſſemble, and ſeem Civil to them for one Day. 


Enter. Two Conntry Girls , and a Country Eſquire, with a 
Cheaplide Campaign in Buckle, and a Whip in his Hand. 


Mrs. Civett. You're welcome to Town, Couſins ; How 
do you like it? I think you were never here before. 

Miſs. Rawps. No, by my Troth, Coufin ! Nor Iden- 
na care an I ne're ſce't again for my part, for a Body can- 
na go to a Shop that one can come away without laying | 
Three or Four and Twenty Shillings, and, I Cod ! Money | 
is plaguey Scanty in our Country now-a-days. 

Mrs. Civett. Is Three or Four and Twenty Shillings ſo 
much, think you > We have fine Ladies here that wou'd | 
| not 
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not go into a Shop without laying out a Hundred Pound, 
and leave ne er a Farthing b:hind em, and indeed tis 
Scandalous to do otherwile. 

C. Eſq; A Murrain ta em! Whores, I watrant em, and 

inted ones too; by George I wou'd not ha' one of 
em for all the World: Haw many of Vather's Oxen muſt 
go to Coat like a one, and mhap they would not wear 
Flaxen and Dawlas Smacks neither; Ha, Cous ? 

Mrs. Civett. Flaxen and Dowlas ! Fie, Fie | The Ladies 
here wear Cambrick Skifts; that if a Man look through 
the Keyhole he may diſcern the fineneſs of their Shapes. 

Miſs. Joan, Ah dear Surs ! Wou'd I had ſome of their 
old ones to ma me ſome Night Cloaths ; don't they never 
wear Strip't Muſlin, Cous? For Vather ſays, be'll ne'er 
beſtow his Money an ſuch thin Stuff. 

Mrs. Ciuett. But ſure you wou'd not wear any Bodies 
old Cloaths, wou'd ye? your Father's Rich, is not he? 
C. Eſq, Ay Faith, he has many a broad Crown in his- 
Pocket, and Juſtice of the Coram into the Bargain. There- 
fore my Siſter ſnanna wear any one's oud things; for me- 
haps ſhe may catch the Pox : For Folks that won Paint 
han always the Fawle Diſeaſe, han they not, Couſin? 
Mrs. Civett. Fie, Fie! I muſt have you better recon- 
cil'd tothe Town Ladies ; I'll help you to a Wiſe before - 
you go out of Town. 

C. Eſq; Ay, but you ſhanna, for the Deel bran me if 
I't ha any of em, if 1 ſhou'd ha their wait in Gold ; 
there's a Word for all: Don you hear that now ?>——Bur 
is Dinner ready, Cous, for my Belly has cry'd Cupboard 
this Hour: If it is much longer, I muſt go into the Kit- 
chen and get a Sop i'the Pan, or a Slice of Roaſt Reef. 

Mrs. (ivett. Bring in Diuner here Tow. 


Ester 
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Enter 4 Servant. 
Serv. Tis on the Table, Madam. 
Scene opens, 4 Cloath ready Laid, Scc. 


Mrs. Civett. Pray, Couſin, fit at the upper End, that 
1s the warmeſt Place. 


Miſs Ramps, Why ! that's your Place, Be na you the 
Miſtreſs of the Houſe ? | 

Mrs. Civett. Yes, and for that Reaſon I place you there 
tis out of Faſhion for any Body to fit at the Head of 
their own Table. 
Mrs. Ramps. O Gemini! and I was undone to be Mar- 
Ty'd that I might fit there, for Methinks a Woman at 
the upper End of the Board licking her Fingers , and 
Carving, ſhines as bright as the Sky in a Froſty Night. 


oP all ft, the Eſq; throws the Forks and Kwives over by; 
e 


C. Eſq; A Plague take theſe Fooliſh things, Vingers 
were made before Knives and Forks. Ha, ha, ha, ha, there 
T hit you _ 4 — 

Mrs. Cidett. L —Wou'd I were well ny 
rid of my Gt that I might go to the Re =p rn 
Play tor ſome freſh Air, II try how long ing hi Wa the 
they i tend to ſtay : Prav, Couſins, which Na kins, and the 
5 d you geſian to divert your (elves to 11 19 


7 ; 
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uan carry us to h Royal Exchange 
FO Duy Suk L acc 8, TO \ La they b. plaguey Cheap nere. 
| | e 


to his Wife 


. - 


Mrs. Civett. I muſt Beg your pardon, for to Day 
I am engag'd to go to the Play, and I have promis'd a 
Gentleman to lead me out when *tis done, and I never 
break my Word when a Man 1s in-the Caſe, 

Miſs. Ramps. You may go with me for all that, I have 
known my Mother tell my Vather many a round Lie. 
Mrs. Civett. Ay, Child, ſo wou'd I if it 'twere to my 
Husband, but this is Somebody elſe. 

Mrs. Ramps. Bleſs me, Couſin, wou'd you meet any 
Body beſides your own Husband ? | 

Mrs. Civett. Yes, or elſe I wou'd meet no Body; is a 
ſign you were never in Town before, or elſe you wou'd 


not ask me ſuch an unſavoury Queſtion after being Mar- 


ried Two Tears. | 
Miſs. Ramps. Why, ſure you bent fallen out, ben you? 


' You were main Fond on him when you were firſt Mar- 


ried, or elſe you wou'd ne er have run away with him. 

Mrs, Crzvett. I am not fallen out with him, but we are 
both too Modeſt to ſee one another above once a Day; 
for here abſence is the beſt Complement a Husband can Pay 
But I find you re ignorant. in theſe Affairs, 
therefore I'll take a little Pains to Inſtruct you in our 
Town Faſhions. 3 | 

Miſs. Ramps. Ay, do, forl love to hear em. 

Mrs. Civett. V Vhy then tis mightily out of the Mode 
to loveones Husband and 'tis Al- a- mode to love ſome Body 
elſe. 

Miſs. Joan. It's a ſtrange Faſhion methinks. 

Mrs. Civett. Only the prettieſt in the VVorld ; nothing 
Pleaſes me like it; Stolen V Vaters are Sweet : You know 
thatwas the Proverb 1 lov'd beſt when we us'd to Act them. 

C. Eſq; 1 dona like your damn'd Faſhions, I' brain my 
VVife when I ha her if ſhe loves any beſides my ſ f; 
don you hear that? But Go-buy, I ſhall ſtay here Pra- 

D tins 
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ting too long, for I mun be gone to the Bear-Gardey at 
Four a Cock for I ha laid a Noble on Tyer's Head, 
and I wou'd not loſe the Sight for au the Ladics i'th* 
Land, and ſo reſt you merry. | 


L Exit Eſquire. 


Miſs. Rawps. But pray tell me, may a Body have a Huſ- 
band and a Sweetheart both in this Brave Town ? 

Mrs. Civett. You may have a Husband, and a Dozen 
Gallants if you will; 1 have at this Time Six or Seven 
Fine Beaux in Love with me, and my Husband knows not 
one word of the Matter, nor never ſhall. 

Miſs. Rawps. Ya had not beſt let him, for me hap if he 
does he may baſte ye. 

Mrs. Civett. Poh ! I don't fear that. (Ade) Lard, I muſt 
get rid of them. Well, Couſin, come to me to Mor- 
row and I'll carry you to have your Hair cut, and your 
 EyebrowsreCtified, your Head New Dreſt, and then we'll 
go to the Play together; but I can't carry ye now, which 
lam ſorry for. 

Miſs. Ramps. III come to Morrow before Sun Riſe, and 
ſo your Servant Coufin ; Iam at your Service with all my 
Heart, and thank you for your Kind Entertainment. 


[ Exit Ramps and Jones. 


Mrs. Civett. And you for your Room. —— Was ever I 
like this? No, I hope not; but F'll think no more on't,— 


Here, who waits? 


Euter 


— 
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Enter « Servent. 
Bid my Woman come Dreſs me, — [ Exit Servant. 
for I fancy 1 tbink of the Country, and I muſt go to the 
Play with my Dear Mis. Venture, and if I carry that Smell 
with me the Beaux will fly me as Wild Fowl do Gun- 
powder, and then I may break my Neck for any Body that 


will lead me out; and methinks that's the Reliſhing Bit 
that ſweetens my Mouth after an Ill Entertainment. 


Enter her Woman with Powder, Patches, Gcc. 


Mrs. Civett. Well, how do I look now ? 
Mam. A little more Red, Madam, for the Boxes give 


[. Mrs. Civett Dreſſing her ſelf. 


but a Pale Air. 


Mrs. Civett. Well, I'm reſolv'd to put up a Prayer eve 
Morning for thoſe that invented this firſt ; tis the —_—_ 
eaſieſt Faſhion in the World ; I remember before Mrs. Len- 
ture taught me this I us d to bite my Lips, and rub my 


_ Cheeks till I was ready to cry. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Ladies ſtay for you in the Coach be- 
low, and deſire your Ladiſhip will make haſte. 

Mrs. Civett. I hope ſhe knows my Colonel will be at the 
Play, for notwithſtanding my Mother's telling me I ſhould 
never go to Heaven if I lav'd any One but my Husband , 
I'll try, for ſhe ſaid the ſame of Diſobedience, and that 
riſque I have run already ; and ſo no doubt he that Creates 


Love, if it were ſo bad a Thing, he would prevent it. 
D 2 SCKNE 
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SCENE Thozghtleſs's Houſe. 


Enter Thoughtleſs, Dung Civett, Colonel, and Fidelia. 


Thought. Gentlemen, what are yon for to Night? The 
Play? 

Civett. Not I, Faith, I drank hard laſt Night, and am ſo 
mawkiſh to Day, I'd rather ſtay and drink a diſh of Tea 
with your Lady, it ſhe'l] give me leave. 

Fd. Then I muſt thank your Drink, not you, for your 


Company; but we are Married, and the leſs Ceremony the 
better. 


Thought. Ay, ay, go you Two to Cards, and Colonel 


Lovewell and I to the Play, and ſo Adieu, for you are both 
Maſty. | 
& If I did not know her I ſhou'd be Jealous, and as 
tis I am not Eaſie, but I muſt not ſhow it. [ Aide. 
Madam, will you give me leave to Bett on your Side? 
Fid. With all my Heart; but you'll be ſure to loſe, 
Col. I'll Venture that. So now I have got a good Ex- 


cuſe to ſteal from the Play to ſee how the Game goes, 
without ſhewing Iam Jealous. L Aſide. 


[ Exit Colonel and Thoughtleſs, 


Fid. Are you for Tea or Cards firſt, Mr. Civett ? 

Mr. Civett. I want neither ſo long as I can Gaze freely on 
you without being Injurious to your Honour, for I've ſo 
great a Tenderneſs for you. 

Fid. For me ! You ſurprize and make me Angry with 
my ſelf, leſt Folly and Heedleſneſs have made me act any 
Thing that may encourage your Courtſhip. 


Crvett. 


— 
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Civett. No, Madam, you never commit Folly, and yet 
there's not one ot your Actions but creates Love. 

Fid. Nay, if you are (till on that String I muſt leave 
you; tis what a Prodent Woman ſhould not hear. 

civett. Do but ſtay, and let me tell you how pure a 
Friendſhip I have for you. 


Fid. It cannot be; think better of me, or ſee me no 
more, a 
[ Exit Fidelia. 


Croett. She's gone, and in that Way that ſhou'd put-a 
ſrop to my Career, but far trom it, tor ſhe makes me Doat : 
Oh, Love! The Reaſon of all Unreaſonable Things! 
How much her Vertue ſhines above the reſt of her Falle 
Sex! Who tho' they care not Six-pence for the Lover, 
would have been pleas'd to have heard themſclvcs 
Courted. But here's none of that. 


Euter Colonel. Civett Starts. 


Col. What, not at Cards? I thought l had won an Eſtate 
by this Time, for 1 fancy thar I Betted on the ſurer Side» 
for I know you are too well-bred to win a Lady's Money, 
and ſuch a one as Fidelia, whom all the World's a Dy ing 
for. 

Civett. Let em Die and be Damn'd, what care I - 

Col. Why ſo Bluff? | 
Civett. Becauſe I'm Sick, and therefore I'll go Home to 
Bed. 


[ Exit Civett 


Col. Tis as I thought, I have obſerv'd him a good 
while ſitting Love through bis Eye-laſhes, and to Day at 


Dinner 
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Dinner more particularly ; he trembled, and was in cold 
Sweats all Dinner-time, and lickd up her Crumbs like 
Manna ; but bow has ſhe us d him? That Id be glad to 
know ; if ſhe intends to go on with him ſhe'll make it a 
Secret to me; but if I have the intire Poſſeſſion of her 
Heart *cwill ſerve for a Jeſt, for no Woman can hide an 
Thing from the Man that ſhe Loves. Whether I'm fo 
happy or no Il fear I ſhall not know, for her Sex are all 
Myſterious. 


In Love Affairs we Men are all made Tools, 
And Firſt or Laſt become the Womens Fools. 


[_ Exit Colonel. 


SCENE Changes. 
Enter Mr. Callow, and Pickquarrel, a Lawyer. 


Mr. Cal. I have ſent for you, Dear Mr. Pickquarrel, about 
one of the weightieſt Occafions perhaps in the Nation. 
Mr. Pick, Oh, Dear Sir, I'm proud to be your Humble 
Servant. What's the matter? Is it an Aſſault and Battery, 
or Way-laying your Honour ? Let me know, ard we will 
have ſufficient Damages ; Five Hundred Pounds is.nothing 
for a Cut Finger if I have the Packing of the Jury. 

Mr. Cal. Say'ſt thou ſo, my little Limb of the Law? 
Then I ſhall get an Eſtate by this; for tis One of the Hor- 
rid'{t Crime you ever heard of. I'll tell you, there is a 
certain Lady whom all the Town is mad for; now ſhe 
having ſhewn me a little more Kindneſs than the reſt of the 


Young Fellows that follow'd her, I was a Drinking with 
Colonel Courtlove, whois one of them; when the Wines in 
the 


— (23) 
the Wit's out; L Uropt a Word of her Kindneſs to me; 
whip, he takes up a Glaſs of Wine, and throws it in my 


Face. 
Pick, 'Twas a (ad Thing indeed ; Did he draw Blood 


of your Honour ? 

M. cal. No, no, but Ten times worſe, for he ſtain'd 
my Pink-colour'd Bourdaſh, and ſpoil'd my Sword-knot, 
and Waſtecoat, which was given me by a very ſine Lady; 
and that which v-xes me moſt of all is, ſpatter d my New 
Pcarl-colour'd Stockings, that were juſt drawn on that 
Day by the Lady her ſelf who preſented me with them. 

Mr. Pick. For that you'll have ſtill greater Damages; 
was it a Right Honourable, we'd Indict him for Scandalume 
Magnatum: Or it ſhe be a VVife or Daughter of a Church- 
man, we'il accuſe him of Sacriledge. 

Mr. Cal. The Church! I ſcorn your words, Sir, I dcal 
in no ſuch Cattle; I want no Luck in Horſe-fleſh. 

Mr. Pick. I like your Cauſe the better for not having to 
do with the Church, for 3 Spiritual Court woy!1 
have run away with all the Profit; but there's N Bine 
in your Cauſe I don't like. - IEEE bing 

Mr. Cal. V Vhat's that 

Mr. Pick, VVby, tis a Colonel you Sue, and if we get 
Damages he bas no Money to pay us, for all their Income: 
ie laid on their Coats, and perhaps when I go to ask him 
for Silver he may give me Steel, therefore I cannot tel! 
how to Adviſe you. 

Mr Cal Do but get him to ſtand in the Pillor 
confin d to his Chamber, and will ſatisſie me; 1 * 


ſo much tor the Money, as to have him made an Example, 


Mr. Pick Truly, Sir, I defire to be excus'd in this M 
Mr. Cal. I tell thee then — get ſome 7 vg = 
der or Beat him, or any Thing, and thou ſhalt have a 


Purſe 


„ 

Purſe of Money as long as my Arm: All we Beaux will 
make a gathering for thee, for he does us a deal of Miſchief: 
VVe Buz and Hum, and follow the Ladies all the Summer, 
till we have brought the Fruit to a Ripeneſs; whip, he 
comes Home at Autumn and gathers it; ſo our Noſes are 
wip'd, and we are only their Jack-Calls, a Creature that 
hunts the Prey for the Lion. 

Mr. Pick. This is hard indeed! But I do not remember 
any ſuch Caſe in the Practice of the Law, but Fil go Home 
and ſee for if there be, we'll make him know Pa- 
per and Parchment are as Sharp as Iron and Steel. 

Mr. Cal. It you have never a Prefident, let me be the Firſt. 


Bring all the Plagues you can, 

To Scourge this Haughty Happy Man ; 

Like Lightning ſtill our Hopes he blights, 

And Robs us of our Happy Nights. 

So we like Hens whoſe C bicks are ſnatch'd by Kites, : 
Lye ſtill, and let him ſeize our chief Delights. 


"I 
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Enter Lord Civett and Thoughtleſs. 


Thought. Ow does your Lordſhip like the Lady you led 
| out from the Play laſt Night? 

| L. Czvett. VVhy doſt ask me? I have teen her before. 
Thought. I know that, but I fancy you were much upon 
the Ogle with her. 

L. Civett. V Vhy Faith, I could like her very well, were 
ſhe a VVoman of Quality, for ſhe's VViity, Handſome, 
and hasa good Fortune. 

Thought. VVhy, ſhe's a Gentlewoman of a Good Fami- 
ly, and may make a VViſe for any Man; but, my Lord, you 
will not be ſo much a VVelchman to mind a Family; for 
there's not Ten Peers in the Kingdom has don't theſe 
Twenty Years; if they have Money enough, they may be 
of the Family of Cyndaraxa, there will be never the more 
Sci uple for that. 

L. Civett. Why indeed you ſpeak Truth; and we Men of 
Quality are much in the 1ight to ſecure Money enough for 
a Miſtreſs when we are weary of our VVives; for thou 
know 'lt tis a Nauſeous Thing to have it ſaid a Man of 
Quality ſhould like his V Vife above Halfa Year. 

Thought. Well then, Pray, my Lord, ſtrike up, for I 
long to hav2 you call me Couſin ; I have ſome power 
with my Couſin Venture, and had rather be your Friend 
than any ones; — ['llaflure you there's many a Fleſh-flie 
about her of your Quality, and greater, which ſhall be 
Nam:leſs to prevent Duels. 


U L. Cidett. 


- 
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— 
. 
« 4 


3 

L. Civett. You're in the right ont, tho' the New Way 
we have lately taken up in Diſarming one another at the 
Firſt Puſh is much better than formerly, when nothing 
but Death would ferve :; the worſt now is, whether one's 
Hurt or. not a Man muſt ſtay at Home Three Weeks be- 
fore the Town knows he has been Fighting, and wear his 
Cloak a Fortnight after, and take Phyſick to make him 
look Pale, hat the Ladies may pity him. 

Thought. Your Lordſhip ſays true, therefore Marrying 
in haſte is a good Expedient againſt it. | 

L. Civett. Really and fo it is: Here take me, Marry me, 
and do what thou wilt with me ; thou ſhalt be my Boſom 
Friend, my dear Thoxehtleſs; the ſooner it's done the 


more it will appear to the Town ſhe was in Love wi:h me, 
and that F'm Fond of. 


Euter Mr. Callow. 


Mr. Cal. My Lord, your Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant 5 
I'm ſcanty ot Time; I can but juſt ask you how you do: 
Let me die but I'm ſo overcome with the Ladies I have not 
a Minute's Time. Here! | holding up a Letter] 
I receivd a letter from a Dutcheſs juſt now, who tells me 
that ſhe cannot live an Hour without me: O Lard ! I'm ay 


Rapture; I'm all Fire: So your Lordſhip's Obedient. 


T Fly, I Run to all her Charms, 
Two Minutes more I'm in her Arms. 


[ Exit Mr. Callow, and drops his Letter 


Thought. There lies her Grace's Letter, 1'11 make bold 
toſce who ſhe is Hah ! It's dated from the Exchanze. 


Reid; 
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Reads the Letter. 


When you Bought your Sword-knot you Stole my 
Heart , therefore pray come to the Shop 7 Af- 
ternoon. My Miſtreſs will be Abroad. 


Yours for Ever, 
Celia. 


I wiſh I were to have the beating of all the Bragging 
Fops that call Exchange Women Quality. 

L. Civett. Faith, Thonghtleſs, it's more than thou c uld'ſt 
do with a Regiment of Dragoons to help thee ; thou 
know'ſt we doat all in our Turns; but let's be gone to the 
the Widow's, for I'm mad to be Married. Hey Page! Is 
my Coach ready ? | 

Page. Yes, my Lord, it has waited theſe Four Hours. 

L. Civett. Come Thowghtleſs, Hymen proſper our En- 
deavours. | 


Thought. Amen. 
[ Exit L. Civett aud Thoughtleſs. 
Enter Col. Courtiove and Fidelia. 


Col. L have brought one to ſing the Song I promis'd you. 


E 2 SONG, 


| 
1 
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SONG. 


Ris, they ſay, tis you 1 Love, 
And for your Charms alone I Burn, 

If therefore you will Grateful prove, 
Then Sigh and Love too in your Turn. 


But Kind Report allows me more, 
They ſay I puſh my Fortune on, 
And of the many you Adore, 
I am the only Happy One. 


Ah ! Then no more, my Charming Foe, 
Your Strephon's Dying Prayers deny, 

*T is an Uncivil Thing, you know, 

To give the World the Lie. 


You were Unkind, Madam, not to play at Cards with Mr. 
Civett ; beſides, you left him in a very IIl Humour. 

Fd. Tm ſorry I ſhould put any One out of Humour, 
tis what I hate. 

Col. You put all the Town out of Humour, and me 
moſt, who have lov d, and ſtill do love you better than my 
Eyes ; and yet you make no difference between me and 
every One that is ſuffer d to Viſit you. | 

Fid. I hope I am not more Civil to any One than Vertue 
will allow, and to be Rude to any One is not in my Nature. 

Col. Vertue will allow of more than Love or Diſcretion; 


you 


— — 
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von, Madam, will let a Man Ogle you, Lead you, ſo he 
dares not attempt your Vertue ; and let all the Town ſay 
he's in Love with you, rather than do a Rude Thing 

Fid. It ſeems then I'm Indiſcreet : Are you to govern 
my Looks and Actions? When firſt I made a Friendſhip 
with you I did not think you wou'd have exacted this 
from me. 

Col. I defire nothing from you but what is for your 
good ; and as for the Friendſhip, you may call it by that 


— — 


— — — 


Name if it pleaſ.cs you beſt, Madam. — But tis Love! Al- 

mighty Love! Has never given me reſt ſince I {aw you. — 
| T have been Two Years on the Rack, and can hold out no 

longer: Young Cvett has given the laſt Screw, which has 
torn and mangled my Heart to pieces. 

Fid. What has he done can give you this Diſquiet? 

Col. All that can be to make me truly Unhappy ; he loves 
you, and has told you, and you have heard, and not for- 
bid bim. 5 
| Fid. | own I delſcrve all this, for ever hearing you ſpeak 

to me of Love or Friendſhip ; what had 1 to do with 
more of your Falſe Kind? I'm undone by one already; I 
| knew Ierr'd when firſt I hearkned to you ; but hop'd to 
have had ſo pure a Friendſhip, that Veſtals need not have 
Bluſh'd at it, reſolving ſtill to keep my Vertue Pure; and 
ifyou cannot be contented with what I can give without 
Offence to that, I muſt never ſee you more. 
Col. 1 am your Friend, but more your Lover, and beg 
as ſuch to be eſteem d, and hope you will, ſince you have 
let me go on thus far. | 
| Fid. You have my Friendſhip, but never look for more; 
my * dearer to me than the whole Race of Man- 
md. 
Col. Why did you not always ſay {o 2? 


Fid. 
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Fid. I did, and always meant ſo. | 

Col. I'm ſure I never thought it; tis true, you Ladies 
love to pretend Honour and Friendſhip, and we Men are 
fain to ſay ſo too to get Admittance, tho' none ever 
thought it, and truly I belicy'd the Women were of our | 
Opinion; a Friendſhip is ſuch a Cold Name, it's fit for 
none of different Sexes to have till Sixty : I have a Siſter 
and a Brother for Friends: Beſides, one chuſes Friends by 
Infide, not by ſeeing them, as I did you, at Churches and 
Plav-Houſes: No, No, Madam, I lov d your Perſon be- 
fore I knew you had one Principle of Honour, and ſhall . 
love and purſue you, tho' a Thouſand Rivals blockt up the | 
Way. | 

Fid. Then I'm the Miſerableſt Woman upon Earth, | 
obey me once, and leave me, tis all I ask for my undoing, 

Col. Will you promiſe to ſee me then as oft as you can ? | 

Fid. Yes, without Danger. 

Col. I'll ſubmit then to all your Commands, but ceaſing 
to love you; and believe That the only Thing in the 
World I can deny you. 


"Tis hard to part, and yet I'll go, 
Since my Fidelia I have it jo. 


{ Exit Colonel. 


Fidelia alone. — She throws her ſelf on the Ground. 
Lye there, Unhappy Wretch, and never riſe again ; ſure 
the worſt of Planets Reign'd when thou waſt Born: O 
Man! Man! How Happy ſhould we be never to fee you 
but through a Grate, elſe with or without you is no Eaſe : 
Fire and Water are not better Servants, nor worſe Maſters. 


= - Some Pitying Power come down, and tell me what to do ! 
p Thoughtleſs, 


* 


Thoughtleſs, thy Crimes hath brought this on my Head, 
Add one to all the reſt, and ſtrike me Dead. 


But IN retire from this Falſe Town with all the ſpeed I 
can. 


Enter Mrs. Politick.— Fidelia ſees her and riſes. 


Mrs. Pol. What Mufing, Fair and Vertuons Lady > 
What makes your ſelf ſo Sedate, when all the World's 
in Flames for you. 

Fid. I have often the Flatus, and am thinking to go 
into the Countrey. 

Mrs. Pol. If I may preſume to penetrate into your Se- 
rene Thoughts, I tancy Madam Love has not the leaſt 
ſhare in them. 

Fid. I have a Husband will not let me love him, and I 
fhou'd hate my ſelf to like any One elſe. 

Mrs. Pol. That's indeed a very odd Princip'e, do not 
be aſham'd to own it to me, for it Married Folks muſt 
have no Pleaſure but from one another, th-y'd as good be 
condemn'd to the Galle ys, and the Town would be but 
a deſpicable Place. 

Fid. You talk ſtrangely. 

Mrs. Pol. Not ſo Strange as True; am not I my ſelf 
Confident to above Twenty of the Firſt Rank, without 
Naming any One? And I will be as willing to ſerve you 
as them: ls not Colonel Conrtlove a Fine Gentleman? 
Hah ! 1 believe I have nam'd your Man. - 

Fid. Suppoſe IL was ſo Fooliſh to like him, do ycu not 
think it Prudence to retire, and avoid the Tempter in 
Time ? 
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"Mrs. Pol. No, by no means; iis the Way to make you 
ſtark Mad in Love with bim, and that's worſe and worſe ; 
for its Ten to One when he finds you Fond of him be will 
grow Cool ; more Ladies loſe their Husbands by Over- 
for.ineſs, and too much Familiarity, than any one Thing 
again. 

ia. muſt be of your Mind in the latter part of your 
Diſcourſe, for had I been leſs fond of my Spouſe, I fancy 
he wou'd have been more Conſtant to me; and ſince he is 
not, I am reſolv'd to go into the Countrey. 

Mrs. Pol. I am ſorry you perſiſt ſo long in that mighty 
wrong Notion, for I tell you, Madam, Love thrives more in 
Countrey Places, where you ſee nothing but Hey Gee 
Hoes, than in a Court where you may have variety of 
Handſome Fellows; tis in Solitude it grows Mighty and 
Imperious. What would thoſe poor Ladies that are con- 
fin'd there give for the Crumbs of Lovers that ſigh and fall 
from your Table? 

Fid. Let us go Walk in the Garden, and have no more 
of this Idle Diſcourſe ; but remember I have a Husband, 
and reſolve to keep my Honour. 

Mrs. Pol. A Husband and Honour again ! What is Ho- 
nour? A Noiſie Nothing, a Stalking Shade; it's like a 
Maidenhead, when 'tis loſt no one finds it, and Heaven be 
praisd there is not many look after it now; and when 
they have it tis us d like their Cloaths, fond of it at firſt, 


till they find ſcmething they like better, and then it's gone 
with a fadding. 


| Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Changes. 
Enter Mrs. Venture and Colonel! Courtlove. 


Col. Mrs. Venture, Aſſiſt me now or never; this Chaſte 
Cruel Beauty flies me whenever I ſpeak of Love to her. 
Mrs. Jen. Why what have you done all this Time that 
ſhe flies you now ? I muſt confeſs I had thought you had 
a better Underſtanding between you. 
(ol. No, I have deluded her ever ſince I have made my 


Addreſſes to her by way of Friendſhip, and it goes much 


againſt me to preis her any further; but Love makes me 
and all the World do a Thouſand Baſe Things, and to 
ſpeak Truth — T howghtleſs deſerves to be a Cuckold as 
well as any one, for he's eternally running after any Thing 
that's New and Fifteen, be they Handſome or Ugly. 

Mrs. Ver. Yes, and Older too to my Knowledge, but 
ſhe will not believe it, or at leaſt fancies tis ordain'd for 
Wives ro ſuffer without thought of Return. 

Col. She's much to be pitied, for ſhe, I believe, knows 
not what tis to be really Happy. 

Mrs. Jen. Therefore ſhe is not to be pitied, for ſhe 
knows not what (he wants, or elſe I warrant ſhe would 
net be ſo backward ; befides, I cannot have that Compaſ- 
fon for One who has a Table well fill'd every Day, and 
won't Eat for want of a Chaplain to ſay Grace; as for 


thoſe who are never without a good Stomach, and wou'd 


Eat at any Time, but can never have Victuals proffter'd 
wich they like, 
Col. Then I'm (are l am in the Number you pity, there- 
fore J hope, Madam, you'll aitift me. 
F Mrs. Fey. 


* * 
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Mrs. Ven. If 1 do, as I believe ſhall, I hope you wil 
allow our Sex the better Natur'd ; for what Pains do many 
of us poor Women take to let you Men know we have a 
Mind to an Intriegue, and none of you will underſtand us 
without a large Stock of Beauty or Pin- money? 

Col. The Laſt you Nam'd, Madam, will never have 
Power on me, nor the Firſt to make me love to that heighth 
I do now, without the Beautiful Mind of Fidelia; your 
Sex ſeldom wants Beauty, but often . — 

Mrs. Ven. Out with it Colonel ! What Vertue? Was not 
that it you would ſay ? 

| Cot. No, Madam, ſure you don't think me ſuch a Brute, 
T think you have all too much, but Love makes me ſay 1 
know not what. : 

Mrs. Ven. It makes you ſpeak I believe what you think; 
but come, you ſhall ſay what you were going to ſay, ot 
Tl not be your Friend to my Couſin, but the Reverſe. 

Col. What ſhall I do? I fear I have provok'd her. 

| [ Aſide. 
Mrs. Len. Come, come, no Pauſing; I muſt and will 
Col. Since it muſt be ſo, Madam, 'twas Conduct. 
Mrs. Ven. Andisthis all? Iam fo far from being Angry 
that Ion my ſelf of your Mind, tho we deſerve à better 
Fate, for I am ſure all the Time we ſpare from Dreſſing 
is taken up in the Conduct of the little Policies we ſhall 
uſe at the Play that Day, or where elſe we go; but the 
worſt on't is, We never think Management Neceſſary but 
in our Eyes ; ſo the whole Thought tending to that 
makes us ſo often over- do it. | 

Col. I hope, Madam, you'll Pardon what I have ſaid, 
ſince you make ſo free with your ſelves. 


Enter 


Wo (35) 
0 - Enter Mes. Pol. ick. 


But here comes Mrs. Politick, ſhe'll tell us more of her 
Mind, ſhe has juſt been with her: Well, Mrs. Politick, 
what ſays Fidelia ? 
Mrs. Pol. Mighty Melancholly, and reſolves to go into 
= the Countrey. | 
Coal. Is there no Way left? Be quick, for I'm Mad to 
gather her Sweets. | 
Mrs. Pol. Why, I'll perſwade her to go to the Fortune- 
tellers, for ſhe is now in a very Deſponding Condition 
between you and her Spouſe, and in thoſe Caſes we are all 
Mad after the Aſtrologers ; but you mult go firſt and give 
him his Do but make him ſhew a few of his Ma- 
pick Tricks, and all will paſs for Goſpel; be ſure to make 
dim tell {ad Tales of her Husband, perhaps that will help 
© us more forward than any Thing. 


When Mzldneſs in a Woman turns to Rage, 
She'll after ſtick at nothing I'll engage. 


Mrs. Venture, you muſt aſſiſt us to perſwade your Couſin 
Fidelia to go to Mr. Set. figures, or ſome other Aſtrologers. 
Mrs. Len. Il do't I warrant you; but, Colonel, you 


muſt be ſure to Greaſe the Rogue wel! in the Filt. N 
Col. I'll give him ail I'm worth ſo my Cruel Miſtref: 
may be mine. 


Mrs. Ven. Hold. hold, Colonel, they ſay Men of 
your Coat oftner take than give. 

Col. May be ſo, but I'd rather give the Indies for O 
Love, than take them f. One I do not. | 
+" Mrs. Ver. I like your Humour, and wiſh there were 

F 2 more 


el 
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more of it; be gone to Mr. Ses. Eurer, and order what 
muſt be done there, and leave the reſt to me. 
Col. Tm gone. X 


D Exit Colonel. 


Mrs. Ven. Well, this Couſin of mine I muſt Ruin; I 
have made her 2 already, tho ſhe knows not of 
whom ; ſhe, forſooth, is a Wife, and can embrace the Man 
I love without Shame: O! what Pain tis to me to ſee 
that Cold Thing take his Warm Kifles. 

Mrs. Pol. You need not Envy her, for they are Ice and 


Snow to both, for he and ſhe both like others better than 
one another. 


Mrs. Ven. I hope ſo, and muſt contrive ſome Way to part 
them. 


To be Reveng'd I'll try my utmoſt Skill, 
And if that fails tis want of Power, not Will. 


The End of the Third A C T. 
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Enter Thoughtleſs and Mrs. Politick. 


Mrs. Pol. I Think, Dear Mr. Thoughtleſs, we manag d 
| this Affair dexterouſly; but I ſeldom miſs. 
in any Thing I undertake of this Kind : What makes you 
in ſuch a profound Study after the Concluſion of a 
Thing that has been ſo much our Buſineſs ? I was in 
hopes to have ſeen you ſo overjoy'd that you would have 
danc'd and skipp'd like Boys in a Feſtival. 
I bong bt. 1 muſt confeſs I thought 1 ſhould have been 
more pleas'd than I find I am, all's eaſie to me but their 
going to Bed ; tis doubtleſs the hardeſt Card a Lover has 
to play, to ſee his Miſtreſs in a Fool's Arms, and muſt ſeem . 
leas d. 
F Mrs. Pol. And is this all? For ſhame! I thought you 
had known the World enough to ſee it's almoſt ev'ry Bo- 
dy's Caſe as well as yours, therefore Chear up. 
Thought. 1am vex d ſhe ſeem'd fo pleas'd with it. 
Mrs. Pol. I wonder you ſhould, for I believe there's 
not a Woman in the World, let her ſay what ſhe will, but 
likes a New Lover, a New Title, and a New Equipage : 
But (ce, they are coming. 


Enter Lord Civett and his Lady newly Married, Mr. 
and Mrs. Civett, and Colonel Courtlove. 


Col, I wiſh you Joy, my Lord, 
Mr. Civett. 1 do the ſame. 


(0389 
L. Cvoett. Thank 
Angry; and ſlit my Noſe it I am not overjoy'd that 1 
am Married: Come, Will, III get Heirs for thee and my 
ſelf too. 
Mrs. Pol. Ay, ay, I don't doubt but your Lordſhip 
will have Olive Branches enough. 


Euter Fidelia, Lady Civett runs and Embraces her. 


La. Civett. My Dear Fidelia! I beg Ten Thouſand Par- 
dons I did not acquaint you with my Marriage, but my 
Lord was ſo preſſing to have me his before the Town knew 
it he wou'd not give me Time to lay my Prayers, fo I 
1 forgive me. 

id. Ican forgive you all Things that are for your 
Good, asthis I hope will be, tho' I tear you'll find a Dou- 
ble State not the Eaſieſt. 

La. Civett. I'm reſolv d to make my Yoke eaſie. 
Fid. I believe you will. 


Enter Mr. Callow yawning. 


Mr. Call. My Lord, I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy, Damme 
elſe ; I had been ſooner with you, but you know the Bu- 
ſineſs I went about. | 

Thought. Better than you think we do. [ Afde. 
Mr. Call. I had a damn'd Fatigue; 1 thought her Grace 


wo d never let me go, and you know a Man muſt ſhew 
himſelf a Man of Metal at firſt, or elſe all's ſpoil'd. 


L. Civett. Very true, it will be my Turn next. 
Thought. How had her Grace ſo much Time to ſtay 
with you. 


Mr. 


you, Dear Colonel; Will, you fem 


82 > 03 
4 


( 


if F | — 5 
3 


390 


e Oh Lard, Si as 1 hope to be fav'd ber 


Miſtreſs was gone out of Town. 
* Thought. How! A Dutcheſs, and her Miſtreſs 


e out 


' ” of Town! Humph, this does not hang well together; 


- Was't not an Exchange Woman? 
MIX. Call. No, no, I miſtook, I call my Lord Duke her 
Miſtreſs, tis a Cant we have agreed on: An Exchange 
Woman! I tell you I would not touch the Hem of any 
Woman's Garment that was not Right Honourable. 

La. Cveti. Your Servant Mr. Callowbird, I ſee you and I 


© ſhall be better acquainted ; come there's your Woman, 


won't you ſpeak to her your ſelf? 
Mir. Cal. Indeed, my Lady, that's not my Talent; really 
I don't know howto go about it, except Somebody do it 
for me. 


La. Civett. I thought you could have done ev'ry Thing 


better than other Folks, that come ſo lately from Tra- 
velling. | 

Mr. Cal. Yes indeed, my Lady, I have not been above 
a Year in England; the laſt Time I waſht my Feet twas 
beyond the Herring-Pond. 


Thought. Death! 1 han't Patience to hear her Talk to 


this Fool; I'll ſerve him a Trick anon ſhall Baniſh him this 

Houſe. =D ; 

L. Civett. Bid the Fiddles come in; are you not for a 

Dance ? : | 

Thought. Pray, Madam, when you are Dancing give 

that Fool this Letter, twill create Mirth. | To Mrs. Civett. 
Mrs. Civett. III do any Thing to make Diverſion, 


A Countrey Dance, after that a Song. 
| SONG: 


4 * 
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SONG. 


OW the bitter Pains are over 
He 1s eas 1 all br Pain, he 
May be never more Complain, 
But in Love for ever Live, 
And when ſhe asks may he ſtill give. 
Let not Enjoyment make you Cool, 
Nor Jealbuſtes afflict your Soul : = 
If once it gets in tis hard to remove, 
The Bane to our Pleaſure, and Deſtroyer of Love; 
It eats up our Sweets, it's a Waſp at the beſt, 
It bi æzes and ſlings, and ne er will give reft. 


While the Sorg is Singing, Mr. Callowbird is peeping 
at the I etter, and pulling it half way out of his Pocket. 


L. Civeit. Now, Ladies, won't you pleaſe to walk in 
and take a ſmall Supper, tor 1 long to be in Bed; 1 never 
was between Sheets with a Woman ot Quality before, tho 
I bave had Intrigues with moſt oft them; but thou 
know'ſt, Dear Callow, thoſe are only running after them 
trom Park to Play, and (ayirg nothing all the while, the 


Merry Halt Crown's tor Ule, thele only for Shew and He- 
: puration. 


3 { Txeunt all byt Ca'l. w. 


Mr. 


4 a 2 5 . N k af 41 Þ 7 9 Y 

"Ia. Call, Nor cart 1 go in till I have 
xead this Letter; Te Thea new-made M 8 
en, 1 did not defign maki "Court to her, but 
* w I muſt in good Manners z Fa a willing Tit. 


T7 
<7 
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a i Pulls ont the Letter and Reads, Callin, Sc. From the 
| 4 i Exchange. Throws it down. 


"Death and Deſtrudtion, I'm Ruin'd, Hang'd, Undone 
1 Aung, She's a Whore and a Pick- pocket, an Im- 
* pertivent Jill-fire ; I'll be Reveng'd on her. and never bow 


co her again. 
. I. Exit Ranwing. 


* 


Enter Civett and bis Wife. 


” Mr. Civert. I ſuppoſe, you know of this Match, 
by: and have had a Hand in't; tis done like your ſelf. 
4 K + Mrs. Civett. No, I did not, if 1 had I would not have 
4 of hinder'd it. 
> » Mr. Civett. Bat you ſhould confider ſhe may bring what 
mu hinder us of a good Eſtate. 
+ Mrs. Civete. I hate conſidering of any Thing but how 
| ©togo Abroad. 
Mr. Civett. I hope you'll allow 'tis in my Power whe- 
deer Ill let you or no. 
. NS Cw. What, you think becauſe I was a 
when I Married you I muſt always be fo, thank 
Bs. that ; you ſhould have kept me out of Town if 
| — mind to make a Fool of me 3 I've now learnt better 
Things, and a few Grum Looks ſhall not fright me. 


G | Eater 
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8 Pol. to tber. 


Mrs. Pol. What, Quarrelling 
Mirth, err. dafineks 

Mr. Civett. No, Faith, nm 
much alreatly in my Family. | 

Mrs. Civett. Let him alone, he's grown fo reſty of hte. 

Mr. Civett. If you have no better Jad t in other 
Things than in this, Mrs. Politick, your 
not be ſo often wanted. 

Mrs, Civett. Nay, if you are for downright falling out 
Iam yours, Sir, Ha, ha, ha: — 


| Cnxic Late. 


Mrs. Our Go thy way, and maintain thy — 
ſtill; Glad, Sorry, Pleas d, Diſpleas d, Gay, Grave, Wit- © 
ty, Nice, Coy, and all in the wrong Place Money Mo- 


ney! What are we poor younger Brothers fain to ſuffer for 
your ſake ? 


Mrs. Pot. Come, come, good Mr. Civett, be not ſo 
ä ſhe's Young, and may make a very 
good Wie yet. 

Mr. — No, Madam, you have too well Inſlructed 


her; you have Undone more Young Women than ever a 
Profeſi'd Bawd in Rome, where they give Licence to ſell 


-would 


my Grandfather did by getting the Fool my Uncle before 
my Father ; and yet for all this, Dear Damnable Devil, 


r f forgive, provide thou wilt get me one Hour” Audience 
with the Divine Fidelia 


Mrs. Pol. I vow you ſtrike me Dead with your falſe Ac- 
cuſations ; 


Whores Fleſh ; and thou haſt done me more Miſchicf than 
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rien fuck > Profent for the - 
x 14 5 World, but upon that Score; will vou come to my Houſe 
cis Evening? Poor Fidelis will be there, who you were 
ple to Banter juſt now; I know you do not love her. 
l. Gert. Not a bit; but I will not fail you, and fo 
„ ur Servant. , . 1 
4 * Mrs. Pol. It's a very pretty Trifle, and an Earneſt I ho! 
= of better. L Mrs. Pol. looking on ber Watch] He 
= to heftor me to it; no, no, my Tongue never goes right 
1 but when it is wound up with a Gold Key, nor never ſhall ; 
I got little but love for love in myYouth, and therefore 1'11 
make it up now; no one that has Money is ever deſpis'd-; 


g For theſe that heve me certainly hall Pay, 1 
'Tis Gold which makes the Old both Young and Gay. 


I. Exit. 
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1 and Mee. Pol, a, e 


Hd. You pleaſe me Ak with mis Soft Muſick, pray 
deny your ſelf to every Body, and let us be alone. 
Mrs. Pol. You ſhall always be obey'd here; tho I think 
ifa Young Handſome Fellow ſhou d come in be would. 
give a Savour to our Entertainment. 


| | Mrs. Pot. I will go then and give Orders that Lam not 
at Home. 


She ghee and} meets Trung Civett a the Door, * 
open, and be goes by. 


- Ohold, Dear Mr. Cen, Iam not at Home, upon my Ve- 
racity here's no Body but Fidelie : Nay, lince. you will 
dome in, I muſt run and hide my ſelf, for ſhell kill me 


, Grad with her er. 
_ 5 Exit Ms. Pol. 


% 


. to try if you can make me ſome 
return for all this Uncommon Love. + 
. 1 cannot, will not, hear you, nor never expect a 
Returns and ſince you will purſue this Diſcourſe I muſt 
= leave you. | S 
. Y T. 


* 


HA. By no means, Mrs. Pol. I defire to ſee none of them. . | 


1 
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ity is not you'll find my Heart too full of 
e for that to 


take Place; tet me aſſiſt you to overcome 
Fid. Tis impoſſible. 


Mr. Cort. Try me, never any met with ſuch a Return 


Love. 


 _ "as I'willmake you; you cannot be too pure a Temple for 
Love, fince I am ſure you have too much Senſe not to 


DX - 
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know that all the Pleaſares of the Earth are Dirt in . 
riſon of that where T wo Hearts meet, and equally full of 


FTid. That mine and yours will never do; if you Love 


— 


a Friend's. 

Mr. Civett. Force your Inclinations, be Blind to m] 
Faults, forget I have no Merit, perſwade your ſelf in 
aliking, the Pleaſure will be the ſame ; find ſome way if 
poſſible to make me agreeable to you, you can never engage 
your Heart with more ſafety ; you may find, Madam, - 
ny Men will be your Lovers before you meet with one 
Friend; if you think ſo, tie me to you for ever; "tis in 


your Power alone, and in return III. ſacrifice my Life to 


— ©; 
, Fid. Here on my Knees I beg you Tet me go, for all 
your Arguments are vain ; uſe them to ſome one who de- 
ſerves them better, and defires them more ; if vou detain - 
me longer never ſee me again. 


Mr. 


a Brother ceaſe to Ruin, that is not a Brother's part, nor 


a 
* 
1 . 
— — — r r=. = 


1 Mr, air. Tame batthar you F n me "and het no * 9 . 


*Firzn . bout not relieve. you; . >; 
Mr. Cell, one Word unte, all Doors with e 
cho tis ſd pf a Compoſition tis not a Farthing in the 
Pound for the mighty Debt of Love you owe me. . 
L Opers the Door. 

Fd. My laſt roma ceaſe to Love me. ¶ Brie. 
Mr. Gert. "She's gone, and every Thing about her 
ſeems Divine ; what a Wife is here? She's Miſtreſs, Friend, 
and All: Thoughts, How Ha Happy mi ht ſt thou be if thou 
would'ſt > But we never eſtee ngs when we come 
cafily by them. | 1% 


8 CEN E St. vn ek 


| * Colonel Courtlove Reading 4 Letter. 


Col. I think this is the Time, but what or who the 1 
cannet gueſs ; ſure tis Fidelia: Not the edi never lay ble 
Fears alide enough to venture; if it is any Body elſe, and 
Love be her Errand, ſhe'll be little the better 
Ir LL 


0 Buer Mys. . 


Mrs. Gres. Do 1. nee Colonel > 
_ No, Madam, but I ſhall before we part. 
Mrs. Cvett. I cannot tell w you ſhall or no, tis 


as you behave your ſelf. 
| Gol. 


hope, Madam, you don't doubt my Manhood: 
Mrs. Civert.. No, but 1 fear your Heart's gone, and that's 
whe Lowe = 


4 5 Cal. Tray, Mam, if 
- - you and I Mall part worſe Friends . 
= Mrs.Goert. Why is your Heart fo far gone that tis 
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- + unreaſonable at 
* S 


if Fidelia be that Happy 


well pleaſed to hear. 


- thee piecemeal z however, I'll ſee your Hog's-Face. [ Pulls off 
her Mark, and 3 


We mer. 


never to berecall'd. a | 
Col. No, 742 not ; but your Requeſt is ſomething 
firſt Sight; my Heart I can give but to 
one, and that muſt be a Woman that neither ſeeks mine 
nor any one's Elſe; my Body I can diſpoſe of in ſeveral 
Places z aud if an Effay of that will do you Service, pull off 


Jour Mask, and if you have good Teeth, and a ſound 
mpl 
M 


exion, I am yours. 
rs: Civett. Not © neither.” Cot. but if you will, tell me 
Woman the Town ſays he is? 

Col. Why truly I cannot-deny but did I think ſhe wou'd 
give ear to my Prayer I ſhould make her my Saint. 

Mrs. Ciwett. I hope then it muſt be a Magdalen, for to 
my Knowledge ſhe has more Lovers than you that ſhe is 


Col. Baſe as thou art! Wer't thou not a Woman I'd tear 


b. and Starts. ] Ha! Mrs. Civett! What Envy has 1 
put you on thus to abuſe your Self and Friend ? 1 
Mrs. Civett. Love and Jealouſie; and ſince you have | 
diſcover d my Paſſion, Truth will be my beſt Vindicator. 


| Your Goddeſs Fidelia is my Husband's Miſtreſs, ſhe mects 


| him, and I believe does all ſhe can to make him Happy, 


whilſt you and I are made their Sport. 

Col. Good Angels! If this be true confound your Sex! 
Can there be ſuch groſs Villany hid in that Soft Shape ? 
Sure, Madam, all you ſay is Falſe. 


Mrs. Civett. They're but juſt gone from Mrs. Politick's 
Houſe, ask her, here ſhe is. | 


Col. Speak, Madam, Is this true? 
Mrs. Pol. Indeed I never tell Stories, nor love to have 


any 


3 "ec 4 * | 
| one meet at Houle, bot din 1 could nt b 
Ms. Civett _ a, 
or no. 

Col. Was ſhe: plese d with him? And did ſhe ſuffer him co 
ſtay lon with ber" 9 

Mrs. Pol. Not above Two or Three Hours ut mol. 
Cal. That's more than ever ſhe did to me in Two Years 


Te: 


Time. O Women } Women | What Cheats you are? If 1 


at any Time but kiſs'd her Hand ſhe'd Bluſh, and look 


0 after as if it had been ſome mighty 


Fault. I could go Mad with Anger. 


be Reveng d on em. 
Col. With all my Heart; for a Man can do little Mi- 
chief without a Woman in the Plot. 
Mrs. Civett. I you will be better Reconcil'd to our 
Sex when you find a Woman kind, and 
to my Knowledge you ma 
ak al [tiendyou word. 


A - | L Exit both Lala 


Cat. What, 3 are they gone? Oh for a Deluge now to 
(weep away the Sex, that we Men may be nolonger Brutes ! 


Well, ſince tis ſo I will not loſe my Labour, 1 muſt and 
will enjoy her by ſome Means or other. 


er that I'll throw ior fam av rand, 
And L Al. to all her Sexes Charms. 


The End of the Fourth A C T. 
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Ufinto my Houle" whether I'wou'd © 


Mrs. Civets. Have Patience. as l have, W few) join to 


to you, which . 8 
4 © wn” aides | dem 
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ACT V. 


SCENE Lord Civett's Houſe. 


La. Civett. I have now but one Step more to Happineſs, 
which is to accompliſh the Ruin of Fidelia, which muſt be 
done by way of Friendſhip. She has gain'd Reputation to 
ſuch a degree that there muſt be Demonſtration to do it, 
for 'tis not in the Power of a Lampoon or a Womans 
Tongue. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, Colonel Courtlode deſires to ſpeak with 
your Ladiſhip. — He looks as if he'd Eat us. | Exit Serv. 


Lady. Admit bim, he comes a propos, tae Philtre works 
I find. 


Euter Colonel Courtlove. 


Col. I hope ] do not interrupt your Ladiſhip. 

Lady. No, I was wiſbing tor you; I heard of your Rage 
laſt Night, aud am ſorry you ſhould lay the Inconſtancy 
of your Miſtreſs ſo much to Heart as I perceive by your 
Countenance you do: Alas! We Women are but Trifles 
at the beſt, or at leaſt you Men think ſo. 

Col. We may ſay ſo in Rhodomontade, but we know to 
our Sorrow, the whole Buſineſs of our Life centers in 
them ; tis Women makes us Proud, Brave, Ambitious, 
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JO , 
and Extravagant, and in ſhort they make us every Thing 
but Wiſe Men. 

Lady. No Railing, Good Colonel, that Subje& has 
been threadbare many Years, and all our Faults laid open, 
yet you are not well without us. 

Col. 1 have done, Madam, but hope your Ladiſhip will 
allow I bavereaſon to be Angry, who have follow'd your 
Coufin thus long with that awtul Diſtance that I never 
durſt ask her the leaſt Favour, nor ſo much as told her I 
was her Lover till lately. 

Lady. And this you plead as Merit: Why, I believe it 
has loſt her, for Women hate ſuſpence in any Thing, 

Cel. What do they Love? I wiſh I knew. 

Lady. Dear Force; Raviſhing by the Man we love ; 
take my Counſel, and try her that Way, you'll find it 
better than all the Rhetorick you have. 

Col. How ſhall I have an Opportunity ? 

Lady. She and I are to go to Set-Figure's to Night, and as 
we come back II bring her to Mrs. Politics, and there leay- 
her to your Mercy. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, your Couſin Fidelia is coming up. 
| Exit Servant. 
Lady. Be gone, for it ſhe finds you here ſhe'll! ſuſpect 
0 ge, but be ſure to be as good as your Word. 
L Exit Colonel. 


Lady. 


CY) 


Lady. Never fear me. 


Enter Fidelia. 


You ſeem extreamly Melancholy of late, my Dear Fdelia ; 
how go Matters between you and the Colonel? Is the 
O14 Man got uppermoſt, and does he begin to cool? 

Cid. No, no, but I wiſh I never had known him, or 
tuat he were as Cold to me as a Courtier to a Beggar, for 
of lete he purſues me with that Violence, that between 
Love and ſealouſie I have not one Minute's Reſt. 

Lach. And have you granted him all that's in your Pow- 
er to give. 

Fid. All that ever I intended, which is my Friendſhip. 

Lady. I remember you told me ſo, but I no more believe 
you than him. 

Fid. Why did you not ? 

Lady. Becauſe thoſe Speeches at the beginning of an 
Intrigue are as Natural :o all our Sex as Dreſſing, Ogling, 
or Looking like a Samt in a Morning before our Husba ids, 
when War to niect 3 Gs lant in the fterpoon. 

F:1. tam io much a Novice in thele Things that all I 
{peak is Real. 

Lady. May be ſo, but Women are never believed in 
thoſe Caſes; if you are weary of your Lover I know but 
one way to be rid of him, which is by Enjoymcat. | 

Fid. Then I muſt keep him for ever, which 1 could be 
well pleaſed to do if he would be more my Friend, and ics 
my Lover. | 

Lady. That he'll never be II engage ; neither can I 
imagine what makes you take ſuch Pains to be True a 
Man whio is ſo Falle to you, for o my knowlete r 
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(52) 
Husband has a Miſtreſs now ready to Lie-in, beſides a Hun- 
dred Intrigues which we know nothing of. 

Fid. You miſtake, I am not ſo much a Fool to keep my 
Vertue for his ſake, tis my own ; I know his Baſeneſs, and 
can reient it as much as another, and would return it any 
way but quitting that Dear Jewel, which indeed is the only 
Jem of Value in all our Sexes Casket — But, Dear Coufio, 
give me your Advice how to be quit of this Troubleſome 
Friend ſhip. 

Lady. I can give you no Advice in this Caſe, you are 
too Romantick a Lover for me; I am for the Modern 
Way, Love a little, not long, but often, and never make 


my ſelf uneaſie for any Man; the Vertue you boaſt of fo. 


much I own is a very Fine Thing if one cou'd have it 
Inſur' d ; but it often happens Women grow weary of it 
when no Body cares to take it from them ; and leſt this 
ſhould be your Chance, you had as good give it whilſt 
you may be thank'd for it, as keep it and cry it about the 
Streets when no one will buy it; but, my Dear Couſin, 
let's leave that to Sei- Figure. 

Fid. I'll go to oblige you; not ont of any Curioſity of 
my own, for my Reſolutions are fix'd, and not to be re- 
mov'd by ſuch Trifles. : 

Lady. Well, but let's go however, Mr. Politick bas pro- 
vided ſome very good Chocolate for us as we come Home, 
and I am to make you Two Friends. 

Fid. I deſire not her Friendſhip, neither will I go thi- 
ther, except you promiſe not to ſtir from me all the Time, 
for I never go without a Fear upon me. 

Lady. Upon my Honour 1 wont. 

Fid. Then do you call me. 

Lady. I will be ſure, 


; Fid. 


Ann... — — ä — — — 
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d. Farewel ; ſomething lyes heavy upon my Spirits. 
[ Exit Fid. 


Lady. Go thy ways Vertue, it Lovewell lets ſlip this Op- 
portunity, I'll take care he never ſhall have rock another 


with any one elſe ; nay, I will have Impotence writ on 
his Forehead. 


Enter to her Mrs. Civett and Mrs. Politick. 


Lady. All goes well, the Scene of Love is to be at your 
Houſe his Night, Mrs. Politick; Fidelia is to meet the Co- 
lonel there, pray let them not want Opportunity; the 
Mettle is ready melted, it only wants pouring into the 
Mould ; I promis d to ſtay with her all the Time, but III 
ſteal away, and you and 1, Netce, will go and viſit my 
Lady Simeples. 

Mrs. Civett. What makes you love to go there? I hate 
her. 

Lady. So do I too, but ſhe has a Handſome Husband, 
and tis (aid (he's well enough pleaſed to Pimp for bim, ſo 
there is but Quality in the Caſe. 

Mrs. Pol. Yes, yes, I taught her that, for I think * tis the 
only uſe can be made of an Ugly Wite. 


Enter Lord Civett. 


L Civett. What is your Ladiſhip's Pleaſure to Day? 
Shall I wait on you to the Park or Play? 


E gad that's Fine. [ Aſide] 
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Lady. Nowhere; good my Lord follow your own 


Way, and let me do the fame. 

L. Civett. But we are newly Married, Madam, and 'tis 
the Faſhion to be Fond at firlt. 

Lady. I love no Faſhion that's Troubleſome ; 1 love to 
begin as 1 can hold out; and I'm engag'd to Day, and to 
Morrow, and indeed almoſt all the Werk. 

L. Civett. I was in hopes your Lad ip would have 
done me the Honour to have taken a Tun to Fpſoze with 
me ; I intended to have gone to Morrow tor ſome Air, 1 
am fatigu'd with Viſitants. 

Lady. So you may, and leave me behind, I never in- 
tended to be one ot your Lordſhip's N etinue. 

L. Civett. Not for th- Word! But if your Ladiſhip will 
give me lcave I'll be one cf yours. 

Lady. Neither, neither, —— Pray go where you pleaſe, 
and do what you will, Ii] never interrupt you; "us the 
ſame Preſcription I intend to uſe my ſelf, and ſo your 
Lordſhip's Hu ble Serva't, 


Mrs. Civett. Yes, pray my Lord let it be ſo, that I may 
do the ſame. 


Mrs. Pol. His Lordſhip's too well Bred to difpute ſo 
reaſonable a Thing, and when is ſo much in uſe. 

L. Civett. Why Faith, an io I am, and the Wor'd 
ſhall ſee my Lad) Civert is as tice as the Widow I entare, 
your Ladiſhip's iiumble Servant. 


| Exit. 


Emmer Thouzi:tleſs 


La. Civett. My Dear Thoxg htleſs why ſo Dull > 

TE-wgit. Lo ſee you C Merry. 

La. Civett. Why, have I not rcaſon, thi.k yo! , that 
ive 
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have got ſo good a Father for your little One, which I 
doubt will make his Lordſhip a Viſit ſooner than he expects? 
Thought. Nay, Iam pleas'd with it too; but cannot be 
in Humour for my Life, for fear of lofing one Grain of 
our Love; the Loſs would be inſupportable, and me- 
thinks I have faſted a long Lent already. 

La. Civett. Meet me to Night at Eight a Clock at Mrs. 
Politick's, and then ſhall be your Eaſter ; but have a care of 
Surfeiting; for if you do I won't pity you. 

Thowght. III willing'y run that Riſque; one Favour 
more will make me entirely Happy, which 15 not to ſuffer 

' ſuch Fools as Callowbird to buz about you; tho' I don't 
fear you, yet it makes me uncaſie to hear you talk d of for 
| ſuch Cattle. 

La. Civett. I wonder you ſhou'd mind that, when you 
know they are Drones without Stings,, and are as little 
eſteem d. But be gone, I wou'd not have my Lord 
find you here. Exit. 


I'm afraid my Gallant will prove more Troubleſome than 
my Husband, which otten happens; if ſo, he mult have a 
| Husband's Fate, for all thai's like Reſtraint I hate. 


Enter Mr. Callowbird, —Riuns to the Glaſs and Combs 
his Wie. 

Mr. Callow. Gad, this Perriwig don thecome me. 

Lady. Why do you find Fault, methinks you are very 
Handſome. | 
Mr. Callow. Oh Madam, a Perriwig is the moſt diſagree- 
| able Thing in the World to my Face, my Night-Cap 
becomes me much better. 

Lady. Tis impoſſible. 


(50 ) 
Mr. Callow. Nay, Madam, I'll give yon a Demonſtra- 
tion; how does your Ladiſhip like me now ? 


UL Pulls his Cap out of his Pocket and puts it on, | 


Lady. O mighty well! I could not have believ'd it. 
Mr. Callow. But how do you like me now ? 


[ Cocks his Hu. * 


Lady. Handſome beyond a Thought. t 

Mr. Callow. There's a Swinging Advance for yon. What 
ſhall I ſay now? L Aide. 

Why Faith, Madam, I'm your Humble Servant: The Park 
was full of Company laſt Night z Two or Three Perſons of 
Quality ſtole me away, and carry d me Home with them 
to pay Coach-hire. i 

Lady. Twas pretty odd; Perſons of Quality make you 
pay Coach-hire. 

Mr. Callow. O gracious ! I have miſtook ; I wou'd have 
ſaid they carried me Home in their Coach. 

Lady. 'Tis an eaſie Miſtake, and you are apt to make 
them. HL 

Mr. Callow. Oh, Dear Madam, indeed ſol am; I vow 
your Ladiſhip has a great deal of Wit, Rat me elſe: Icou'd 
ſay a great deal more if I wou'd. 

Lady. Pray out with it — I long to hear what the Fool 
wou'd be at. L AAde. 

Mr. Callow. Why then Egad I could be mightily in 
Love ; but by the way, Madam, Pray what's a Clock? 

Lady. I have forgot my Watch, but I'll go look, and 
tell you the next Time 1 ſee you. 
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{ Exit Lady Civctt. 
Mr. 
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ſee ſhe's a Fool, not to know that asking 
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Mr. Callow. I thought ſhe had been a Wit, but now 1 


what a Clock tis 
perhaps ſhe did 


is the firſt word of an Addreſs. —Bat 
not know how to anſwer me, and ſo is 
have her Page to Morrow at my leave, with a Waſtecoat, 
Night-gown, or ſome ſuch Toy. | f 


For nom- a- days the Ladies only Woe, 
No matter for a Man to Speak ſo be can Do. 


SCENE the Fortune-tellers. 


Enter Lord Civet, Fidelia, Mrs. Politick, and Mr. 
Set-Figure. 


La. Civett. We are come, Mr. Set- Figure, to know our 
Fortunes, Pray tell mine firſt. 
Set-Fig. Looks in her Hand. 


You have lately been Married I ſee, 

And care not * Fortune or me; 

Your Husband you'll govern with eaſe, 
And that a true Woman will pleaſe ; 

A Son you will have in leſs than a Tear, 
It plainly to me in your Hand doth appear. 


La. Civett. See how true he tells, Couſen: Pray let's 
hear what he'll ſay to you. 3 
I | My 


off. —I ſhafl * * 
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22 Mrs. Thoughtleſs gives Hun ber Hand. 


- Set-Fig. Help me Wonder! Here's a Book 
| Where I could for ever look : 
Venus here doth Saturn move, 
TD That youſhould be Queen of Love: 
I And to ſhew you further, 
* Here ſhe charges you with Murther: 
I muſt as you roundly why 
Tou il let the Man that Loves you Die? 
You will turn all Hearts to Tinder, 
* And may make the World a Cynder : 
You bave gain'd the Love of all = 
But the Man you Husband call: ) 


- 
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_ He loves Women, yet hates you, 
_ And your Crime is being True. 
1 1 will try my utmoſt Art, 
3 For to eaſe your Tender Heart. 
—_— Come you Spirits from below, 

= Let this Fair One her Fate know. 


. Spirits Aſcend and Dance, after which one of them comes 
"= towards Fidelia and ſpeaks. | 


5 Spirit. When you meet with a Man that belongs 
_—_ ( unto Mars, 
= Of your Favours to him you muſt never be ſcarce od 
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be White 25 Feather bis Innocence ſhews, 

3 0 The Red of is Coat how his Paſſun ſtill glows ; 
Ui, Stature is Middle, and the better for you, 

His Hair Light Brown ſhews he*s Honeſt and True; 

And juſt ſuch a One is allotted for thee, 

” Which if you refuſe you ne er Happy will be: 

Ne'er think tis a Sin, of a Truth I do know 

Tis the Will of the Fates, and they will have it ſo. 


Fi. Come, let's go, I'm weary, and afraid of this 
> Fellow; but I'll make him and his Fiends Liars, for I Il 
geo out of Town to Morrow. 

VMs. Pol. Upon my Veracity you ſhan't go till i hear 
my Fortune, for I never had it told yet, and I'll warrant 
= you he ſays I ama True Friend. 


Gives bim ber Hand. 


Set-Fig. Here's a Hand ne er dipt in Blood, 
Shews the Owner truly good, 
Juſt and Honeſt to ber Friend, 
Serves them all for the ſame End. 


Mrs. Pol. By my Soul this Fellow's an Angel, he tells 
the trueſt prettieſt Things in the World. 
Fid. Tisa Fallen One then; but let's away, for he has 
ſo diſ-ſpirited me I'm ready to faint. 

La. Civett. I'm ſorry to fee you fo Il, but we'll ſtop at 
Mrs. Politicks, and ſhe ſhall give you ſomewhat to revive 


i you, 
| I 2 Fa. 


* 8 d, * Ä 0 . . x * g q * TAY 
ST | CRY * 
. a [ * 
- 


| G 99 
a 0 ** . 4 . * 5 * = N * a 
4 \ T _—— . 
\ I. . J. > Wo : 
BU a „ 9 " - 
L<S . g 2 3 a 
. d F 4 - \ 
* * o x; o * 
N * * We % 
K * 2 . hi... 
By 7 5 60 
+ _ 8 Ws * 
th. Ax - 
a © > M . 7 A 
Inte * 8 g — 
_—__ - 
Xx » . 
C5 . 
_ * 
3 
7 * A 


* 


Hd. Vit go ſtrait Home, and to Bed, for I was more 
=_ ſodaunted in my Life. 
_ - Mrs. Pol. Indeed; Madam, but you ſhan't go Home in 
_— © this Condition; if any Body ſhould ſee you thus they 
x would think the Lord knows what; I have now at Home 


a Bottle of Never-failing Cordial, that will in a Moment 
ſet you to rights my Lady here can juſtifie it, ſhe came in 
th'other Day fo Mal-adroite, and after a Dram 

La. Coeit. Yes, indeed Couſin, tis very true, therefore 
be perſwaded. 

3d. I never wanted a Cordial more than now, there- 

fore for once Fil go, but don't ask me to ſtay, for I can't. 

La. Civett. In that do as you pleaſe. DL Exeunt. 


2 5 9B Mr. Set- Figure Solus. 


Well, theſe Women are Rare Things for ſupporting of 

Cheats; but why ſhou'd they not? For they are the great- 

eſt themſelves ; I was really ſorry for that poor Lady, but 
every one muſt live by their Trade ; the Colonel gave me 

ſuch a Bribe Fleſh and Blood cou'd not have refus d it, and 
I queſtion not if he plies her at the ſame Rate he may 
quickly gain his Point. 


For by my Mag ick Art I'm ever told 
A Woman's ſeldom loſt where's Store of Gold. 


SCENE Mrs. Politick's Houle. 


Enier Lady Civett, Fidelia, and Mrs..Politick. 


La. Czvett. Oh! Thad forgot, I muſt go ſend a Footman 
to ſee how a Lady does. | 


Mrs. 
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6 
- Mes. Pol. Dear Madam don't your Ladiſhip take that 
Trouble, Ill fend him up. i 


[ Both rus ont. Mrs. Politick locks the Door. 


Enter the Colonel from a Cloſet. 


Fid. Ha! 1 fear I'm betray' d. | Runs towards the Door. 

Col. Only for your Good, Madam; come don't be ſo 
Nice, this is not the firſt time you have met a Man alone 
here to my certain knowledge. —Pray think me Mr. 
Civett, and then you'll be Calm: No Prayers nor Tears. ©_ 
ſhall ſave you by Heavens. 

Fid. Oh ! Do but hear me. 

Col. No, tis not now in your Power to beg or command 
a Favour from me. 

Fid. Then I'm Miſerable indeed! I hope you'll not 
attempt my Honour. 

Col. Have you it yet Pure and Undefiled >: 

Fid. Yes, by all that's Good and Holy. 

Col. I'm glad you have, for then I ſhall have the ſatiſ- 
faction of being firſt ſerved ; for any Woman that can 
receive Courtſhip from Two at once, deſigns the faireſt 
* Bidder ſhall have her; and I tell you there is not in Na- 
ture ſo great an Enemy of either as a Provok'd Lover; and 


Beautiful as you are, the Moment 1 found you Falſe yon 
1 were blacker to me than a Moor. 


Fid. Let me know my Crime? | 
N Col. My Time is too ſhort for that, my Buſineſs now is 
| to claim a Favour which I hope you think my Due, for 
| what Lask you'il not be the poorer for, neither will your 
Husband milsit, or you be the leſs eſteem'd. 


t54. IH could ever have believ'd you would have had 
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your Acquaintance as much as Contagion. | 
Col. Your Vertue is not leſs by granting all Favours to 


tte Man you Love, tis having many Gallants ruins Re- 


putation. 


. 45 Woman that is more Chaſte than I would have you what 


is ſhe good for? A ſullen Thing, that makes it her Buſineſs 


: 2 0 and Pride to war with the Fleſh: She has cold Blood in 


out it. 


her Veins, perhaps, and if it be Natural, tis a Lazy Diſ- 
eaſe, and not a Vertue. 


.* ot 5 Faid. That Lazy Diſeaſe ſhall ne er be cur'd but by 


my Death, and yet I Love you, therefore why wou d 
you undo me ? | 

Col. By Heavens I wou'd not, but what I ask I cannot 
Live without, therefore be ſatisfied, for I muſt and will 
reap my long-lookt-for Harveſt. — By all that's Good, ra- 
ther than not Enjoy you, I wou'd chuſe to die a Thouſand 
Deaths the Minute after, than live a Patriarch's Age with- 


She Kneels. 


Fi. Oh ye Heavens! That continually keep the 
Courſe allotted toyou, can none of your Powers help the 
Poor Fidelia to preſerve a Thing ſo long embrac'd by her? 
O Vertue! Vertue! Where doſt thou hide thy felt? 
What hideous Thing is this that would eclipſe thee 2 Or is 
it true that thou wert never but a vain Name, and no 
Eſſential Thing? Why wilt thou ſuffer thy Slave to be 
torn from thee? Have you no Pitying Angel to aſſiſt . 
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| Fid. All that you can ſay, and Love thrown into the 
Scale, ſhall never make me yield. 

* Col. If you Love me how can you ſee me Dy ing for. 
what you may with ſo much Eaſe and Pleaſure grant? A 
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vey my Cries to'T bowghileſs's Ears. r 
by =” * _ 7: 2 | 
WO Emer Thoughtlels: — Tees ber in bis Arms. 
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 Thonght. Dear Fidelia] The Heavens have heard thy | 3 .4 
Prayer ; I am come to ſave thee in Affliction. 1 7 
Fijd. Touch me not, but let me embrace thy Knees, tao 


I am ſtill Innocent and Pure; take me and carry me 
where I may ſee no Man but thy ſelf, they are all Falſe, and 


contrive thy Ruin. 3 
| Thought. I know thou'rt Virtuous, and have heard all 
your Diſcourſe ; but what brought you here alone ? . 
a. I came not alone, my wicked Couſin was the Fatal >. 
_— Occaſion of this; by what Means, when I have recover de 
w Spirits, I will tell you at large. A 


” Thought. Was t ſhe? By Heavens thou ſhalt quickly have 
a full and ample Revenge on her: But, Colonel, you have 
id me foul ; were you not my Friend? 
= Col. Yes, till Love unmann'd me; you your ſelf are too 
* ſenſible of his Power to believe Friendſhip can over-bal- 
© lanceit ; I am not the firſt who have err'd in this Kind. 
EB Thought. Come, Sir, this muſt ſet all Right. — Draws. 
Cal. Wich all my Heart; if the longeſt Liver is to have 
che Prize tis worth the Sacrificing an Army. 


0 


[ They Fight. 


' Fid. Help! Help! 
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m Speaks to L4G . 


a Madam, have Pg: me "this Fave as I take if 

& this was the Time I hould bave broke my Lext with you; ; 
Here, Sir, take your Spouſe, make much of her, and mx 4 
1 "Child which ſhe's big with, or elſe your Lordſhip might "x4 = 
have been without a Lady. [ Gives her to my Lorda YG 
* 'F "i L. Civett. Egad you fhall have her again if you will 1 2 p 
all ſhe goes with. 4 
Lua. Cvett. Alas, Poor Couſin! Becauſe you are 2 
Cuckold you wou d fain perſwade my Lord he is ſo too: 
Tum nown Dear, thou art not, nor ſhalt not be, if thou e's 
. [ Chucks bim ander the chin. 
1 L. Gvert. I cannot tell which to believe, but tis 5 L 
1 for my eaſe to believe Dear is in the right; and if not, I anf 
r belp n. my ſelf, neither can all the Law in the World do it A 
= — me 3, ſo lil e en take the Example of the Wiſe, clap my 
Tongue between my Teeth, and Horns in my Pocket. 1 
Mrs. Pol. Colonel, Colonel, Pray do me Juſtice, and 1 
let the World know my Innocence. x 
Col. That I will immediately : Gentlemen, if you want” 4 
2 Bad here's Mrs. Poiztick always at your Service, Proves 

died you have Money enough. * 
g © Mr. Callow. Say you ſo? Madam, here's a Guinea for you, 
e help me to a Perſon of Quality to Night. E 


4 
Mrs. Pot. She cuifs bis Ears. She Runs off crying, 3 
r m Fallen indeed to be the Sport of ſach a eng 
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| aGoinca is a very g Sum, 
we wellthe Colonel has been fo — 12 
4 oray we Men of Eſtates will be — and 2. 
ive rhe moſt Money, - 2 


> Meer while the Colonel and Mr. Civett 
ing with Fidelia a Thou 


et. — All Ade. 


e 


Tbongbt. Was t ſo, Mr. Cvuen ? | 

ur. Cen. No, upon my Honour, fue never gave eng * 

32 as an Ogle to hope by. 1 
Col. What you have ſaid of Fidelia's Coldneſs — -Y 

© me great Satisfaction, and now I am become a ol 


4% ** 
: 8 4 "whereas I loved her before for a Miſtreſs, I now adore * of 

por a Saint ; I ſhall ever Repine at what 1 a | 

I But I hope 'twill eſtabliſh her Character, ſince you will —- 
| &. own there is no greater Demonſtration of Vertue — den 
wing the Man ſhe likes: There Thoxghtle/s — take hers 
cy Arms, [ Gives Fidelia to Thoughtleſs. ] the Bell mY 
"= Women; Value her as ſhe deſerves : I can't _ 


—_— ns thc, but upon my Honour I'll never more 
4 : BY aber. 
Wo x #4. It ſhall not be in your Power, for here 1 5 
i may retire- from this Gaudy, Noiſi-, Falſe Town, "_ : * 
Vertue is ſo much diſturb'd. "7 
Thonght. Your Wiſhes are granted, and for the fat 
I will be as much a Gallant tomy Wife as I was to 
M.iſtreſs: Come, my Dear Fidelia, the Gods be prais d en «0 
= Storm'd has happen d ſo ſoon 3 we may yet enjoy a great 
many happy Days: Heaven was kind to me in it, for now 


I plainlyſce tis we — that put our Wives in _ 1 
| a a” * * 
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UE 5-: 
of doing IN, with the AſGſtaties.of Bad Friends and as. 
Epanions ; therefore, Dear C, have a Care of thine, for 
be has been one of the Gang. 
Mr. Goett. I will, and in order to that pre pare for he 
——Ccuntrey to Morrow, Madam !— [ Speaks to his Wife. - 
* oo Mrs. Cet. What have I done mat 'I muſt be ſent to 5 
"I A. - Goal? 


.Civett. Not much yet; but to prevent what may 
EE»: we'll Retire, and from this ſad Minute farewet 

2 Tore and Doating: 1 have ſhook the lazy-wiſhing Folly 
cot my Blood, and now my Heart's at Home again 111 

© de content with my own Wife, cat my dwindled Cherries 

with Speftacles, draw the Curtains, and Fancy her her 

ne, Night Honourable Fidelia, or whatſoever may pleaſe 
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tone my Life eaſie, if poſſible. | 

\ | 
4 . "Thought. The ſcercefl, greateſt Heppineſs of Life, | 
þ 4 Is i Ip * 2 . * "of 
= But thoſe are Bleſſung 5 that are — to few, , 


And thoſe who know 'em ſlight and hate em too, | 
Thus Men are Falſe,s and elde (to their ſbame) | 
( prove True. 


